























BLOOD doesn’t grow on FREES 


Neither can you dig it up out of a mine in the ground. Human blood oH 
is manufactured in only one place —the human body. 





e 

Vast quantities of blood are needed —urgently needed—to help Wi 
save the lives of the men wounded in combat, and of the hurt and Lf 
sick in hospitals at home. Blood is also needed to produce gamma who w 
globulin, the new serum that promises to do much to protect chil- pose 
dren from polio and measles. pond 
like—ir 


Only you can supply this blood. meh 
satisfa 


You can do it easily, quickly, and with no more hurt than a tiny Thats 


pin-prick you hardly notice. Furthermore, you can do it again in a gradug 
few months without danger. pa 
importe 
Isn’t it worthwhile to take a few minutes time to save a human pda 


life? Give blood —keep on giving blood. How? Call your Red Cross, course, 


Armed Forces or Community Blood Donor Center today! When y 


GIVE BLOOD 


.. give it again and again 
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THIS HOME STUDY COURSE 
Will Change Your Whole Life! 


The dignified profession of nursing awaits you with open arms. Everyone 
will look up to you and deeply respect you for the humanitarian work you 
are performing. You will be helping those who urgently need your care— 
who will love you the more for it. F 


You are your own boss. What a wonderful feeling of independence! You select 
or refuse any cases you wish . work part or full time without interfering 
with home or social activities . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, 
convalescent homes, private duty cases, etc. ... specialize in whatever you 
like—infant’s cases, hospital nursing, etc., or travel with patients to many 
parts of the world. 


Nursing rewards you in two ways: (1) the act of doing good gives you mental 
Satisfaction and self-respect; (2) you receive fine pay. Many of our graduates 
earn $10, $12 and $15 a day, and are free from the worry of being “‘laid off.” 
There is a crying need for nurses .. . no less than 300,000 requests remain 
unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes and doctors are begging for our 
graduates. 


No high schoolgeducation is required. Many of our successful graduates never 
finished grammar school. Wisdom, sincerity and love for people are far more 
important to nursing. 


Age is no handicap. The Post Graduate School of Nursing has home study stu- 
dents from 16 to 60 and over. You will be coached personally by our motherly 
head nurse who will answer all your questions patiently during and after the 
course. 


When you graduate, you will burst with pride as your family and friends see 
you for the first time, resplendent in your crisp white nurse's professional uni- 
form. They will admire the silver pin you receive, the nurse’s cap, the arm 
band of America’s finest training school, the highly prized diploma, the profes- 
sional thermometer and case, the clinical charts, the bedside notes, and all the 
other equipment bestowed on our graduates. 


Study as slow or as fast as you wish. Some of our students study on and off in 
their spare time . . . others, in a hurry, dash through it in 12 weeks... 
while still others, with previous training, graduate in 30 to 60 days. 


It’s so easy to get started .. . and costs you nothing to investigate. Just fill 


out and mail the coupon below for FREE sample lesson and FREE nursing 
booklet. No obligation, of course . . . and no salesman will call. 


Get Started in This Dignified Good-Paying Career— 
Mail Coupon Today 

POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING 

431 South Wabash Avenue Chicago 5, Ill. 
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WHAT OUR 
GRADUATES SAY: 


A few weeks ago I received my diploma, 

cap, pin and graduate honors from your School 

of Nursing. It was one of the greatest moments of my 
life.—M. M. D., Nova Scotia, Can. 

I have been doing first aid work in a factory. My earnings are $55 a week— 

P. J., Wisconsin. 

My profession has enabled me to do a great deal of traveling throughout the 

country, which I would not have been able. to afford.—Mrs. A. R., Ilinois. 

While taking this course I cleared about $175 in a nursing home—B. M., 

Oregon. 

Since graduation I have been kept busy, and have been earning $56 per week.— 

A. B., Connecticut. 

While a student, I worked on post-operative cases, and enjoyed every minute 

of my studies.—M. H., Georgia. 

I became a professional nurse in just four short months.—T. S., Alabama. 

Thanks for helping me achieve my goal.—R. R., British Columbia. 





























POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, Dept. 17L34 ! 
431 South Wabash Avenue, Chicago 5, Il. I 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and FREE I 
booklet. Do not send a salesman. ] 


3 


I 
I 
| 
I 
i PD. 0560-00009 00.0002ee 16 506s eeeneehe ees + obese ee Shea bess babeenseeeees 
I 
I 
I 
! 














A direct 
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to the woman 
who doesn’t use Tampax 


Are you always serene, confident, per- 
fectly poised... no matter what time of 
nonth it is? Or do nagging doubts on 
‘certain days’’ make you feel con 
trained, uncertain, embarrassed. 


Have you ever worried about odor? 
Wich Tampax sanitary protection you 
wouldn't have to. Tampax is worn in- 
ernally, prevents odor by preventing 
exposure to the air. 


Have you ever worried about ridge- 
lines? There are no belts, no pins, no 
bulky external pads with Tampax. Noth- 
ing can show because Tampax is invisi- 
ble, once it’s in place. 

Has chafing ever bothered you? 
You can’t even feel Tampax once it’s in 
place. You even wear it (without giving 
t a second thought) in tub or shower. 


fampax has other advantages. For ex- 
ample: it’s easy and convenient to dis- 
pose of—user’s hands need never even 
touch the Tampax. But why hesitate? 
Get this doctor-invented product at any 
lrug of notion counter. Your choice of 
 absorbencies: Regular, Super, Junior. 
Month's supply goes in purse. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Steve knew that a car should never be driven hard until the motor warmed 
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ong PATTERN of the planets for 
March is in keeping with the time- 
worn reference to the weather’s reputa- 
tion for variety, change and uncertainty. 
This combination is akin to the duality 
of character of the Pisces-born and the 
jarring impulsiveness of the sign Aries 
—both of which share in governing the 
path of the sun at this time of the year. 

With such a shifting of the star tides, 
it is advisable at this time to follow one’s 
reasoning and experience rather than 
carelessly following the moods, feelings 
and uncertain impulses which may be 
produced by each shift of the wind or the 
psychic tide. This applies to affairs in 
general—occupational pursuits, business 
and social life. 

While February and March are both 
enlivened with romantic fervor, March 
is much more magnetic and offers less 
resistance where romance is concerned. 
The psychological key for lovers is best 
symbolized by soft music, dim lights and 
softly spoken endearments which form 
a musical and poetic rhapsody. 

So, young lady, should the boy friend 
appear to be somewhat mellow and ex- 
hibit unusual tenderness of feeling and 
sentiment during the first three weeks 
of the month, be sure to realize that there 
is good reason to expect sincerity upon 
his part. The use of a delicate perfume 
which might exert a compelling influence 
would certainly be in good taste. 

There are two romantic periods in this 
month. The first operates to the 10th and 
is linked to birthdays under Taurus, 
Cancer, Scorpio, Capricorn and Pisces, 
with much emphasis for those born be- 
tween March 8th and 20th. The second 
period which links up to the Aries phase, 
tuns from the (Continued on Page 70) 





| 















“For seven years I have used 
Noxzema,” says lovely Peri Cousins, 
Ansonia, Conn. “My skin was rough 
and broken out. Noxzema helped heal 
it in a hurry and now helps keep it 
looking smooth, fresh.” 


Look lovelier in IO days 


«th DOCTORS HOME FACIAL 


This new different beauty care 
helps skin look fresher, lovelier 
— helps keep it that way too! 


If you aren’t entirely satisfied with your 
skin—here’s important beauty news for 
you! A famous doctor has developed a 
wonderful new home beauty routine. 
This new beauty care owes its amazing 
effectiveness to the unique qualities of 


| Noxzema. This famous greaseless beauty 


cream combines softening, soothing, and 


| cleansing ingredients. And it’s medicated 





—aids healing—helps skin look fresher, 
clearer! 


Thrilling results! 
Hundreds of letters 
praise Noxzema’s quick 
help for oily skin; 
rough, dull, lifeless skin; 
and for externally- 
caused blemishes. 
Want help for your 
skin problem? Start to- 
night, just do this: 





=< 


en 


1. Cleanse thoroughly: Apply Noxzema, 
then wring out a cloth in warm water and 
wash your face as if using soap. See how fresh 
your skin looks the very first time you ‘cream- 
wash’ —not dry, or drawn! 





2. Night cream: Smooth on Noxzema to 
help your skin look smoother, lovelier. Always 
pat a bit extra over any blemishes* — it’s 
medicated to help heal them—fast! It's grease- 
less. No smeary pillow! 


3. Make-up base: ‘Cream-wash’ again in 
the morning, then apply Noxzema as your 


*externally caused 


long-lasting powder base. 











It works or money back! In clin- 
ical tests, Noxzema helped 4 out of 5 
women with skin problems to have 
lovelier looking skin. If you're not de- 
lighted after 10 day trial, return jar to 
Noxzema, Baltimore. Money back! 


Look lovelier offer! 40¢ trial size 
Noxzema only 29¢ plus tax at any 
drug or cosmetic counter. See how 
much lovelier it helps your skin look, 
then get big economy 10 oz. size for 
only 89¢ plus tax. 


NOXZEMA:::.. 








LT used to cry myself 

Yo sleep because 
nothing helped my acne 
Mmsery. .. “My acne pimples were so 


bad girls shunned me and boys 
made fun of me. I used to cry 
myself to sleep because nothing 
seemed to help. Finally a neigh- 
bor told my mother about Black 
and White Ointment. Soon the 
miserable burning and itching was 
relieved and I felt much better. I 
want to tell others about wonder- 
ful Black and White Ointment.” 
Lorraine Augustine, 

Philadelphia, Pa. 







Quer 51Million Packages Sold 


GET Relieve itchy, stinging misery of 
blackheads, acne, eczema, simple 
FA S T ringworm. Black and White Ointment 
RELI Ef works with soothing and antiseptic 
action. 25¢, 604, 85¢. To cleanse skin 

TODAY use Black and White Skin Soap. 
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re | It’s easy to be SURE! 

New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 

1 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY2nd ODORLESS 


Rub it In—Rub Odor Out... 3. Gives 1% times more security! 


Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
Rub it In—Rub Perspiration Out is 144 times more effective than any other 
USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 


leading deodorant tested. 
- 4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
ubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 


5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
ream deodorant, now contains magic new 


cream. Safe for normal skin. 
PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 


Tor. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Ru More men and women 
Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 

laily for this exclusive 5-way protection: use ARRID than any 

1. Prevents the appearance of under- other deodorant! 


arm perspitation, with the super-effective 
+ fae ane nage » ees 
tantly, surely, on contact. ARRID to be sure! 











43¢ 


plus tax 








By James Goodrich 


Fae A HORNE, who is unquestionably 


the queen of night club chanteuses, 


oddly rates no more than an average: 


draw on recordings. It does not figure. 
By any yardstick of talent, the exotic, 
exciting song star should be a stronger 
wax attraction than she is. A truly fine 
artist with an appealingly sexy style, she 
delivers the sort of stuff that fans gen- 
erally go for. Yet, for some reason or 
other, Lena has never had a recording 
hit. 

Why is this so? Beauteous Lena 
might have the explanation herself. “I 
don’t like to make records,” she declares. 
“And it is always tough for me to get 
with it on a recording session.” 

There is another explanation for 
Lena’s none-too-impressive pull on rec- 
ords in the opinion of some experts. As 
these wiseacres see it, Lena simply has 
never been showcased exactly right for 
her wax appearances. They note that 
she uses her night club material in mak- 
ing recordings, though it was planned 
mainly for visual appeal. 

“Nobody can see Lena on a record,” 
the experts point out, “so she should be 
recording things that will sell strictly 
on vocal merit.” Could be that is the 
answer (record people please note). 

Lena’s musical arrangements are 
scored mostly by her husband, Lennie 
Hayton, an ex-music arranger for MGM 
movies. 

Lena has been around the recording 
business for a (Continued on Page 82) 
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how he proposed 


BY MRS. BILL DOGGETT 
WHEN I FIRST met my Bill, 1 


thought he was a wolf. Because of 
it, I almost lost not only him but the 


happiest 12 years I have ever known. 
Luckily, I did not send him on his way, 
but reconsidered and gave in to his re- 
quest. 

My trouble, I have found, is that I 
don’t sway easily on first impressions. 
For me to make and keep friends, I have 
to get to know a person gradually. Some 
people, on the other hand, can see and 
like a person right off, or form an in- 
stant dislike in the same manner. Not I. 

That is why on that night back in 1940 
at the Savoy Ballroom in Harlem, I near- 
ly lost the man who today is my hus- 
band. Bill, up there on the bandstand at 
the piano in Lucky Millinder’s orchestra, 
was just another musician to me. I was 
there to dance and was having a good 
time of it tripping around the floor with 
various partners who were fellows I al- 
ready knew. 

One of them swung me out on the floor 
in a fast Lindy Hop and in a minute or 


so, we were doing our breaks in a space 
near the piano. I looked up and saw Bill 
staring at me as he played. When he 
finished playing the set, he came off the 
stand and followed me across the floor. 
The relief orchestra was on the stand 
and he, coming up to me, asked me for 
a dance. I told him “no.” 

He asked again. Not begging, but 
with a kind of firm insistence that did 
not sound very wolfish. In a split sec- 
ond, I decided that maybe it wouldn’t 
be so bad dancing with him. After all, 
he was a member of the band; he wasn’t 
bad-looking at all and, besides, wasn’t I 
there to have a good time? That decision 
was the one that altered my whole life. 

During the following year, Bill and I 
dated frequently. Lucky Millinder had 
a 16-month contract for his band to play 
dates in New York which meant he and 
his band were in town a lot. Bill proved 
to be an entirely different fellow from 
what I at first thought he was. For one 
thing, he was (Continued on Page 60) 











Perfect present for a “lady-in-waiting”, for 
yourself or for a friend. The attractive and 
oh-so-useful Davol Gift Set contains the 
very things a mother needs to bottle feed 
her new baby . . . plus some handy extras. 





Star attraction . . . a complete set of famous 
Davol “Anti-Colic”’* Nursers, which can 
actually be “regulated” to suit baby’s own 
feeding speed. By loosening or tightening 
the collar, you speed up or slow down flow 
of formula so baby can feed at the rate her 
appetite demands. 





#7.M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


Added attractions . . . Besides the eight 
Nursers (six 8-0z. and two 4-oz.) the Davol 
Gift Set contains extra “Anti-Colic” Nipples, 
Nursery Tongs, a Nasal Aspirator, pint-size 
Hot-Water Bottle. Pink or blue box. Only 
$4.95. At drug and department stores. 


Davol Rubber Company, Providence 2, R. I. 
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DON’T DEPEND ON DAISIES! 
BE SURE WITH A LIGHT, CLEAR COMPLEXION! 


Whether he loves you . . . or loves you 
not . . . largely depends on whether your 
complexion is light and lovely . . . or dark 


and dull. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, “How lucky 





enriched with fine ods 
to relieve dryness. 60c and $1.00 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 
NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NapINoLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get Naprnota right away! 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





Tabcin 


AT ALL DRUG STORES 


Mode ty MILES LABORATORIES INC. Elthort, indione 











wt BIG MEN 


IN SMART STYLES AT LOW COST! r 


SB Sond for FREE CATALOG 


Are you bi nd hard te 













mas, etc., made especially 
for LARGE men! Send for 
FREE catalog of outstand- 
ing merchandise that's com- 
fortable to wear and makes 
big men LOOK THEIR 
BEST! Just mail a post- 
rd or tetter ith yeur 
mame and address te: 
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Letters To 


JOE LOUIS 


In the December issue, “Disgusted Reader” 
wrote about Joe Louis. I think that she is a 
very narrow-minded person. She has the wrong 
opinion about light-skinned Negroes and is 
very color-struck. 

I am a light-skinned woman and I am mar- 
ried to a dark-skinned man. We have two 
children and we are as happy as any other 
couple. I love him very much and would do 
anything for him and would not do anything 
to hurt him. What she said about light-skinned 
Negroes having white blood in them is not 
necessarily true. 

We know that Nature makes the differences 
in color by the amount of pigment in the skin. 
Anybody can be born with less pigment than 
his parents. It can go on and on, resulting in 
each generation being lighter. 

Mrs. T. Williams 
Washington, D. C. 

After reading “Disgusted Reader’s” opinion 
on the Joe Louis article, I wonder that our 
race has advanced as much as it has, with 
people like that in it. I am a “high yellow” 
girl, as one would say, and happily married to 
a brown-skinned man. We have a_ brown- 
skinned baby, and another on the way. 

Marriage is what you make it. If you put 
nothing into it, you will get nothing. That 
goes for black, white or yellow. I don’t feel 
that I am a disgrace to the race but after 
reading that letter in the December TAN, I 
feel that some Negroes are a disgrace to me. 

A Constant Reader 
Denison, Tex. 

I just couldn’t let the person who called her- 
self “Disgusted Reader” from Kingston, Mass. 
(December TAN) go on with the understand- 
ing that she has made a statement or comment 
that would open Joe Louis’ eyes. 

If all women in the world were like her, 
there wouldn’t be any marriages at all. The 
world knows that love and money are respon- 
sible for most marriages and, knowing that Joe 
Louis has money, it must have been love. Who 
has time to choose colors when love comes 
around? Or who cares to? 

The white blood which started during the 
plantation days has nothing to do with Joe 


Louis’ mates. 
Wilbur E. Tucker 
Gray, La. 
I am a white reader of TAN and like it very 
much, but some of the letters by people who 
want racial segregation and discrimination 
disgust me. I believe there are more females 
who want racial segregation and discrimina- 
tion than males. Some white males, even in 
the South. believe in equal rights for all races 
of people, even interracial marriages. If peo- 
ple are in love and want to marry, that is their 
civil, equal or religious right, regardless of 
race, color, etc. People who object to such 
rights, I class as n——-s, even if they are white. 
Orville Smith, Jr. 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I am writing in reference to the letter from 
“Disgusted Reader” in the December issue of 
TAN. I think it is most ignorant to discriminate 
against a light-complexioned Negro woman or 
man. I could understand a Southerner feeling 
like that, but as I am from Boston, myself, 
want to emphasize this disgusted reader’s ig- 
norance, not only of her own race but of all 
people. 

I am light-skinned myself, and am most 
proud of my people, dark or light. I do hope 
“Disgusted Reader” reads this because individ- 
uals cannot be responsible for their complex- 


ions. 
A/3c Charlene B. Hoyt 
Houston, Tex. 
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The Editor 


PEARL BAILEY 


] am a teenager and a constant TAN reader. 
] enjoyed the Pearl Bailey story. Her inter- 
racial marriage rocked many of her record 
listening fans back on their heels but it has 
succeeded for one happy year and I hope she 
never regrets marrying a white man. 

I like listening to her songs. The pre- 
judiced critics disapproving of her marriage 
should stop and think: God made us humans 
of flesh, bone and blood. While our skin 
color may differ, we are all his “children.” 
Our blood is “red” together, black or white. 

I hope Pearl’s marriage has a lasting hap- 
i There are many people who call 
themselves “good Americans,” well, I have 
news for them! To the prejudiced ones of any 
race, I say kneel and pray to God for forgive- 
ness for hating your neighbors because they are 
of a different race! 

Zenny 
Paterson, N. J. 


I have just finished reading “They Said It 
Wouldn’t Last,” and I must say it makes 
me very happy to see a couple get along and 
be as happy as Pearl Bailey and Louis Bell- 
son, Jr. They are two very broad-minded 
people, and a marriage like theirs couldn’t 
do anything but last. 

Miss Jessie Riley 
Chicago, Ill. 


As I read about the love which Louis Bell- 
son showed for Miss Bailey, even breaking 
with his father, the tears came to my eyes. 
When Mr. Bellson’s mother said “I welcome 
Miss Bailey,” it was so much like when the 
King of England gave up his throne to marry 
the woman he loved. 

I can’t wait for the next issue of TAN. 

Ethel Minor 
Washington, D. C. 


LA BOMMIE 

In reading the December issue, of TAN I 
came across Miss J. B. McCants letter about 
La Bommie which I think, to say the least, 
is stupid. It shows that she knows very little 
about dancing and its different phases. 

I feel that what La Bommie is doing is a 
job, for which she has talent—a talent which 
she received from God. Dancing is something 
that was created long before we of this gen- 
eration came into the world. The people of 
ancient times danced to the gods for differ- 
ent things. 

To La Bommie, I say this: I think you are 
pretty nice although I have never met you 
personally but I did see you come down 125th 
and 8th Avenue one day when I was working 
in New York. You can’t please the world. 

Miss Vivian Holley 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


‘LOVE MADE ME A THIEF’ 
In the December TAN, the story, “Love 
Made Me A Thief,” had me thinking that 
the character named Walter might be the man 
who was my husband. Since I know that real 
Names are not used in stories, I would like 
to know the name of the person who wrote 

that story so that I can write to her. 

Mrs. Esther Day 
Norfolk, Va. 


WANTS MORE STORIES 
I must compliment you on such fine maga- 
tines. I sell EBONY, TAN, JET and HUE. 
only wish you had more stories in TAN 
use I read the whole magazine in one 
day and it always leaves me wishing that I 
had more stories to read. I can hardly wait 

one month to another. 

Juel Dean Henson 
St. Paul, Minn. 
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Famous Triple-Action Kotalko 
Contains 3 Tested Ingredients. 
Guaranteed To Amaze You 
In 10 Days— Or Money Back! 





Your hair will look longer—lovelier if you treat it properly. Get after scaly 
embarrassing dandruff flakes—avoid cracking, splitting ends that keep hair 
short and coarse. And be sure to use KOTALKO regularly. 


Contains 8 Tested Ingredients 


Famous KOTALKO Ointment contains 
wondrous Lanolin — the closest thing to 
natural hair oils that science has devised; 
medicated Sulphur —so well known to 
skin doctors; Oleo-Resin Capsicum and 
five other tested ingredients to start you on 
the road to longer-looking, lovelier hair 
right now! 


10 Day Money-Back Guarantee 


No matter what you may now be using 
—no matter how disappointed you may 
be with your present treatment, just try 
this: Use Kotalko as directed now for ten 
days — if at the end of 10° days you are 
not absolutely thrilled with the lovelier 
longer-looking length of your hair — your 
money will be returned to you with no 
questions asked. 


Get More For Your Money 
With Full-Strength, Triple Action 


KOTALKO: 


AT ALL GOOD DRUGSTORES | = 
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From Coast-to-Coast 
Beauty Specialists 
Praise Famed KOTALKO 


From Hollywood to New York, noted 
beauty specialists like Goldie Lewis of New 
York say: “I use Kotalko for everything from 
dry scalp to hair burned from hot irons!” 


Now you too can gain these beauty shop re- 
sults—right in the comfort of your own home 
—with ing, fast-working KOTALKO— 
in just ten days or money back! 


This Corton Contains the 
REAL KOTALKO 











“P’'m sorry, Earl, I'm not one of these little chippies 
gut looking for a@ thrill. I like you, sure, but ve got 
to think of myself, and there’s no future to a hit-and- 
run romance.” 


In 
Wi 
of 

Tt 
ing 

sayl 
Oe 
can 


H 
nak 


Begin to have 
[Inez was sure that she could take Earl away from his Ct, f below ny 


in just 7 days 


wife but after meeting Mrs. Davis, she had a change 


of heart and only another woman could understand. 


T HEY DIDN’T see me standing in the doorway of the living room 
with the tray of drinks in my hands and I couldn’t help overhear- 


« them. Jim was bending over Albertha, lighting her cigarette and WEEK LATER..- 
— So a ae aS dancing with 
saying, Inez must have been crazy, giving up everything she had stars In your 
for this. eyes! 


“She seems to be happy, though,” Albertha said thoughtfully. “You 


4 ‘a, 


in't deny that, Jim.” 


He straightened up and pocketed his lighter. ““That’s why it doesn’t Your skin can begin to look lighter, 
ike sense to me,” he said to his wife. smoother, softer—in just 7 days! 
“Maybe it’s not so hard to understand,” she told him. “I, for one, Use famous Black and White 
nt put all the blame on Inez.” Bleaching Cream as directed and 
Jim shook his head doubtfully. “I saw Earl the other day. The poor watch your dull, dark skin take on a 


new glow of beauty. Its bleaching 
action works inside your skin, 
safely, effectively! Modern science 
knows no faster method of lighten- 
ae ing skin! For thrilling results, start 
ther! using it today! 


soundlessly, I backed into the kitchen of my small apartment. 


, still doesn’t know what hit him.” 
\lbertha gestured with her cigarette. “You won't catch me wasting 
ny sympathy on Earl Davis!” she declared. 


“Oh, of course not,” Jim laughed. “Trust you women to stick to- 


; ‘a Start your 

and Albertha were my dearest friends and I would not have — 7-day test. 
iiked in and embarrassed them as they discussed me for the world. P Costs so 
ie oe ; little! 
leared my throat and rattled the cocktail glasses, then made my 35¢, 60¢ 

trance. +x t we at all drug 
This time, Jim was standing near the window and Albertha has- ; a counters 


d to clear off the coffee table so I could set the tray down. 


BLACK = WHITE 


~“Wouldn’t think of it!” I declared. “You two are my very first BLEACHING CREAM 


vests in my new place and I’m going to play hostess to the hilt.” I 
inded her a drink. “What do you think of my place, Jim?” I asked. 


| caught the quick glance he shot his wife. But he said, “I like it, 


“You should have let me help you, honey,” she scolded. 


ez. It’s small, but nice—real nice.” 

| could tell by the way he said it that he was mentally comparing 
( with the fabulous apartment on Riverside Drive that I had given 
) just a few weeks earlier. Not that I expected him to understand 





| made the change: he was a mere man. I had a feeling that 

\lbertha might understand, and I decided that some day I would 
her. 

. \t the moment, however. she quickly moved into the silence. “I 


errs Pe ~ ries 
int to hear all about what you’re doing.” she said with genuine ) 
rest. “Are you really in school now? “Goodbye Me. Cold 
| nodded. smiling happily. “And it’s wonderful! You've no idea “Mom’s making me strong ’n healthy 
» exciting it is, Albertha.” I told her. “For the first time in months by giving me Scott’s every day . . . says 
it’s like gold from the sea to put energy 
in me.” Children grow strong on Scott’s 
\lbertha laid her hand on mine. “I can see you're happy, darling, Emulsion, because it’s full of natural 
A&D Vitamins, energy building oil plus 
3 , . ne added minerals. It helps build real stam- 
lim grunted. “Yeah. We were afraid you were— ina and resistance to colds, when young- 
sters don’t get enough of these Vitamins ! 


feel alive and—and—” Words failed me. 
| I'm glad.” she said. 


Ile stopped short as his wife threw him a warning glance. but I 


el . SCOTT'S 
No. I’m still in the land of the living. Jim. and you can tell the ® 

; » ” 5 - ry 
« that I’m definitely not a mental case!” (Continued on Page 56) EMULSION 
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ON DISPLAY AT 
ALL DRUG STORES 


Has a tangy, refreshing taste. Soon 
you enjoy that ‘‘Feel Better Feeling.” 





Also try ALKA-SELTZER for 
HEADACHE + COLD MISERIES 
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FORCES Yow to Save 
$100.00 a Year! 


set perpetual Date & Amount Bank. 25c a 
fay automatically keeps Calendar up to date 
ind totals amount saved. Forces you to save 
y quarter every day, or calendar won't move. 
Also registers total amount in bank. Guaran- 
teed mechanism and key. Use year after 
year. Start saving right away. Order several. 
Regularly $3.50. Now only $1.98 prepaid. 
Send order now to LEECRAFT, Dept.3-Tn 

300 Albany Avenue, Brooklyn 13, New York. 
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TEEN 
TALK 






By Jane 


TTENTION, all of you know-it-all 

girls and boys! Are you afraid to 
say, “I don’t know” just because you 
rate high in school and are the kingpin 
in your crowd? When a subject comes 
up that is entirely out of your realm, do 
you hide behind current popular slang 
expressions and say, “Jeepers, that is 
strictly last century,” or anything else 
smart that is likely to squelch the other 
person? 

Slang phrases add color to teen-ager 
conversations and chatter, but like all 
things, there comes a time when it is 
strictly out of place. Expressions of in- 
difference sometimes close the door to 
opportunity; at other times they may 
keep one from getting a slant on some- 
thing that might prove helpful later on. 

Recently, a girl high school baby sit- 
ter was asked by the parents of the baby 
whether she had any knowledge of first 
aid. She quickly quipped, “natch” and 
proceeded to turn on the TV set while 
the parents dressed. But just before the 
parents left, she timidly admitted that 
she did not know anything about first 
aid, and the couple took a few minutes 
to explain some things to her. 

As a result, the baby was saved be- 
cause during the evening it strangled 
while drinking milk from its bottle. The 
girl had learned just what to do to keep 
the child from choking to death. 

Take a lesson from that gals and guys, 
and remember the old cliche, “nobody 
knows everything” and just be honest 
and ’fess up with, “I don’t know,” when 
the knowledge bout gets too tough. Fear 
of displaying ignorance merely keeps 
you ignorant. 

Look around at the really educated 
people you know. They make absolutely 
no pretense of knowing everything. But 
they do know where to find the answers 
or whom to ask when puzzling facts face 
them. 

“I don’t have time” 
complaint. Okay, so you have to look 
at TV, catch the latest shows and relax 


is a universal 





W alters 


on week ends by swinging out at the 
teen dances and don’t have time to read 
through all the new books or thoroughly 
peruse the daily newspapers. Well, in 
that case forget the murder mysteries or 
love dramas that come up next and don’t 
switch that dial when the announcer 
drones, “We will now bring you 15 min- 
utes of the latest national and interna- 
tional news.” 

As for books, if the 414 pages of the 
latest best seller are too much for you 
to read, just read the reviews and at 
least know what the book is all about. 

Other means of garnering knowledge 
are through widening your contacts by 
cultivating youngsters outside of your 
immediate set and getting to know all 
of the points of interest in your com- 
munity and surrounding areas. This in- 
cludes knowing where the municipal and 
public buildings are located and any out- 
standing characteristics associated with 
them . . . and taking trips to the zoo, 
parks, famous statues and museum. 

Now, don’t rant, “aw, nuts, every- 
body knows about those things,” for 
sometimes the little things that are gen- 
erally accepted as common knowledge 
are anything but that. 

Recently a 17-year-old lad who cockily 
felt that he knew it all, discovered one 
day that he did not know where the fire 
alarm box in his neighborhood was 
located. A corner cop insisted upon 
showing him where it was located and 
telling him how to operate it. 

Several months later when the apart- 
ment in which he lived caught fire, he 
ran to the box and sounded the alarm 
while others stood around screaming for 
someone to telephone the fire depart- 
ment. His quick action saved the lives 
of a number of persons. 

By learning something new each day, 
your knowledge increases and you be- 
come less and less afraid to ask for im- 
formation or say, “I don’t know” when 
you find yourself on the short end of 
the factual stick. 
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Tiny Bradshaw 


By Dan Burley 


INY BRADSHAW’S band hung up a record of some 

sort. It completed a successful tour without its jump- 
ing-jack singing leader. Tiny was bedded in a Cincinnati 
hospital . . . Monk Montgomery, the electric bassist with 
Lionel Hampton’s crew, flew home from Europe ahead of 
the band, announced he had quit, organized his own com- 
bo made up of Wes and Buddy Montgomery . . . Frank 
(Floor Show) Culley’s new band is the rage of the middle 
west. Frank acquired his nickname by providing a one- 
man “floor show” in which he dances, jumps and goes 
wild while playing his tenor sax. 


° ° ° 


Musicians in Indianapolis are watching for a big 
shakeup at Local 3 AFM. . . . Meanwhile, in Chi- 
cago, Harry Gray, veteran president of Local 208, 
most solvent of all the all-Negro musicians’ unions, 
was returned to office along with his entire slate of 
vice prexy Charles Elgar, recording secretary Bill 
Samuels, Ed McCants, the secretary-treasurer, and 
the delegates. Local 208 is considered one of the 
richest in the American Federation of Musicians. 


° ° ° 


Newest road show to hit the highways is the all-star unit 
featuring blues singer Mable Scott, the great old-time 
comedians, Butterbeans & Susie, the Imperials, Thomas 
Hodge, the one-leg dancer, Clarence Ford and the Ernie 
Fields orchestra . . . Slappy White, the comic who head- 
lines the Sugar Hill Revue at Club Oasis in Los Angeles, 
is first-named Melvin and among his claims to fame are 
the facts that he was once half of the fabulous slow-motion 
dance team, the Two Zephyrs, and also one of the many 
husbands singer Pearl Bailey cast aside. 


° ° °o 
St. Louis is jumping as a booming center for Negro 
. . New York and St. Louis’ glamour girl Ruby 


Hines recently opened her own ultra-modern, “New-Y ork- 


nightlife . 


styled” Zodiac cocktail lounge on Market St., and the 
crack Three Riffs—Eddie, Joe and Bonnie—tops among 
intimate room entertainers, stormed the town with their 
latest tunes and stylings. 


° ° ° 


Steve Gibson’s “whaling” Red Caps consist of Dave 
Patillo, Emmett Matthews and James Spring. Steve is the 
brother of Lillian and Amanda Randolph, radio, TV and 
movie stars. He recently gifted Lillian with a special-built 
Jaguar . . . Lovely Damita Jo, vocalist with the outfit, 
was recently sued for breach of (Continued on Page 60) 




















Ann Pinkham* reports 
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in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests!’’ 


“IT’S WONDERFUL news,” says Ann Pinkham, 
“for women and girls who suffer from those 
functionally-caused cramps, backaches, head- 
aches and ‘no-good’ feelings of menstruation 
...Wwho feel upset and irritable on certain 
particular days. In doctors’ tests, Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound or Tablets gave com- 
plete or striking relief of such distress in 3 
out of 4 cases, even on first day of period!” 

Yes! Lydia Pinkham’s is thoroughly mod- 
ern in action... exerts a calming effect on the 
uterus without the use of pain-deadening 
drugs. Its effectiveness is known to millions. 


Take Lydia Pinkham’s regularly, ..and see™ 


if you don’t avoid the feelings of tension and 
weakness that precede your period... as well 
as the cramps and pain of “those days.” 

Get either the liquid Compound ...or the 
new, improved Tablets with added iron —so 
convenient to carry and easy to take. 


25¢ Ann Pinkham Booklet . . . FREE! 
Easily worth $1! New booklet (illustrated in color 
—over 5000 words) tells all about menstruation— 
answers questions authoritatively, simply. Ex- 
plains mysteries of female system. Tells what to 
expect in change of life. For free copy write ANN 
PINKHAM, 828 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. 
Mailed in plain envelope. Not for children, 
Offer closes June 11, 1954. 
*Ann Pinkham, modern-day voice of Lydia Pinkham, 
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Book, Scientific Bett 
How to Control Fair Dice, Ruou 
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ing, Master Key System, 

System, Plastic 
laying Cards for 
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FADES PAINS of | 
ARTHRITIS and 
RHEUMATISM 


In Stricken Muscies and Joints 
New Improved IMDRIN Acts Fast 
Even When Pa Accompanied by 
Stiffness, Swelling, Redness, Fever 
MAKE THIS $1.50 TEST 
Always have new im- 
roved IMDRIN Tab- 
on hand for sudden 
Arthritis or Rheuma- 
tism Pain attacks. 
IMDRIN’S prolonged 
fast action eases stricken 
muscles and joints 
with blessed relative 
comfort ...a wonderful 
difference from those 
agonizing pain racked 
hours. The degree and 
intensity of suffering 
varies in individual 
cases so IMDRIN is 
sold on guarantee of 
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DEARLY 
BLED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I am a white 
man, 41 years of age, and a wid- 
ower. My wife died ten years ago leav- 
ing me no children. My problem, I 
think, derives its origin from my child- 
hood when I was an orphan at an in- 
stitution. There was a colored family 
employed there and I used to slip away 
from our cottage lots of times to visit 
them. 
They gave me more love than anyone 
ever has and their children loved me like 
a brother. I would associate with 


the female sex, but the great men who 
have helped to build our country. I 
have never been in love with a Negro 
girl but when I was in service I met a 
very beautiful girl whose courage far 
surpasses that of anyone I have ever 
known. 








I tried to express my feelings toward 
her with kindness and understanding. | 
would like to go somewhere and visit the 
homes and churches of colored people. 
They have less hate and more humility 
than the average white man. I have 
never told this to anyone because you 
know what it would do to me. 


Fair Play 


Dear Fair Play: 

There are many people in the so called 
white race who would like to know their 
darker brothers better, but are fearful 
of being ostracized by friends and rela- 
First, I (Continued on Page 69) 


tives. 


colored people more now but I would be © 
disowned and laughed at by my own ~ 
people. I admire colored people, not just — 
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GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK for You 
__...with these Glamour Girl “Real” Hairpieces! 


Now ... buy the hair beauty of your dreams . ... real hair 
Attachments... Glamours . . . Full Cap Wigs 
Exclusive New 1954 Styles 


ty howard tresses 


Shou 
aon, tute Waetness $4.50 © Get in on this truly wonderful beauty secret 
gs The world’s most attractive women solve their 
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101: Extra thickness. $5.75 
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them and combing your own hair 
into your Howard Tresses. Nothing 
“shows” except your new hair beauty. 
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“Take your hands off me ... Why I ever 
married a sex-crazy brute like you, I simply 
don’t know.” 


WANTED 
MARRIAGE 


fe knew that a new car 
iid not be driven hard 
I the motor warmed up. 
he never thought to ap- 
this principle to his mar- 


riage to Faye. 








I WAS SLICING boiled potatoes at the 

sink and didn’t know my husband 
had come into the kitchen until he slid 
his arms around me, kissed the nape 
of my neck and squeezed me against 
him. I was startled, although he was 
always doing things like that and when 
I tried to wrench away, he gripped me 
tighter and started caressing me in the 
coarse way I hated. 

“Steven!” I protested angrily, tear- 
ing his hands away and twisting free, 
“must you always be sneaking up be- 
hind me and acting like a—a sex 
maniac?” 

“So now I’m a sex maniac, huh?” 
my husband sighed. “Good gracious, 
Faye, after all, we are married.” 

I glared at him. “So what? Does that 
give you the right to be always pawing 
me like I was a common prostitute?” 

My husband’s eyes narrowed in a 
hard stare. “We might get along better 
if you were, Madam Frigidaire,” he 
suggested acidly. 

“Steven!” I cried furiously. “How 
dare you compare me with—with a pros- 
titute! Me, a clean, decent woman! So 
that’s the thanks I get for trying to be 
a good wife, is it?” 

My husband looked at me curiously. 
“Maybe our ideas differ on what makes 
a good wife, Faye,” he said quietly. 
“There’s quite a lot of difference between 
being a good wife and a good house- 
keeper, you know.” 

“Well, if I’m just a housekeeper,” I 
shouted, bursting into tears, “Where did 
those two lovely children of ours come 
from? I suppose they count for nothing, 
just like the way I work and scheme to 
make our home pretty, to prepare nice 
meals for you, to raise our children 
right. I suppose none of that counts for 
anything beside your—your dirty lust, 
does it?” 

“Oh, cut it out, quit yelling,” Steven 
said wearily. “You know the kids are 
right outside in the backyard. Do you 
want them to hear you carrying on like 
a crazy woman?” 

“I’m not crazy,” I sobbed, unable to 
keep my voice down. “And I don’t have 
to stand for being treated as if I was, 
do you hear me, Steven Calloway?” 

Steven grabbed me by the shoulders 
and gave me a hard shake. “Faye!” he 
said sharply, “Pipe down, will you? 
You’re hollering loud enough for every- 
one in the whole block to hear you.” 

“IT don’t care!” I screamed. “And you 
take your hands off me. You’re not go- 
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dog me around like I was dirt 
your feet! I’m not going to stand 
1 minute longer. Why I ever mar- 
ex crazy brute like you | simply 


sar f 
OW. 


n had just released me as Steven, 
followed by his sister, Sandra, 
into the kitchen from the back- 
nd ran between us, while Sandra 


| me around the legs and started 
loudly. 

1 let Mommy alone, Daddy,” our 

n cried, tears rolling down his 

as he backed up against me pro- 

“Don’t you hurt Mommy, 


nn looked stricken—and baffled. 
why I wasn’t hurting Mommy, 
he said gently. “I wouldn’t hurt 
anything in the world.” 
then,” little Steven demanded, 
u didn’t hurt her, why is she 


father shot me a bitter ‘You’re 
1e for this’ look and said, “May- 


be she can tell you, Sonny. Why don’t 
you ask her?” Then he turned and 
strode out. 

I was so wrought up that all I could 
do was to bend down and clasp my 
children to me tightly, desperately, as 
though trying to hold together my mar- 
riage itself; and they, taking their cue 
from me, cried harder than ever. I knew 
that my action confirmed in their child’s 
minds their fear that their father had 
been hurting me, and maybe, God for- 
give me, that is what I wanted. 

Because Steven had hurt me many 
times during the eight years of our mar- 
riage. Not physically—at least not like 
hitting me or anything like that. But in 
other ways that a man can use to hurt 
a—vwell, a sensitive, moral woman. And 
despairingly | wondered how we could 
go on with this great, dark void between 
us, this important fundamental differ- 
ence in our characters. 

By the time those thoughts had worked 
through my mind, | had regained con- 


trol of myself. I straightened up and said 
almost brightly: 

“There now, kiddies! We’ve had a 
nice big cry and we'll all feel better, 
won't we?” And leading them to the 
bathroom, I washed their hot, wet faces, 
then my own. As I was drying my hands, 
my son, aged seven, asked, “Daddy 
didn’t really hurt you, did he, Mommy? 
Like—like hitting you?” 

“Why, of course not,” I told him, 
managing a reassuring smile. “Daddy 
and Mother just had a fuss, that’s all. 
Just like you and Sandra do all the 
time. Now both of you forget all about 
it and go play in the back yard. Lunch 
will be ready in a little while.” 

As the screen door banged behind 
them, I closed my eyes and, for a mo- 
ment, leaned weakly against the door 
frame. My children—Steven’s children 
and mine—they were the link which | 
bound us all together and which must 
not be broken, regardless. Somehow, | 
thought desperately, somehow I must 
stop what was (Continued on Page 50) 
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“Pell, dig her,’ he sneered. “This ain't 
no Sunday School, baby. H hat do you call 
that racket you work?” 
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As a B-Girl, Debbie found the pickings easy but when Brad 


came back from Korea, she learned that the things she 
valued most, really didn’t count after all. 


66 epee aaononags piece of sucker 
bait!” the little man in the baggy 
suit yelled at me as Eddie, the bouncer, 


- heaved him out the front door of the 


Paradise Bar. 

I turned my back on the disgusting 
scene and walked to the far end of the 
bar. It wasn’t the first time a customer 
had squawked when he got a padded bill 
for the “drinks” he had bought for me. 

My very first night on the job a young 
college student had taken a sip of the 


a 


“double Scotch” in my glass and discov- 
ered it was nothing but cold tea. I had 
been frightened that time; afraid that 
he would take his anger out on me, even 
though Eddie always was close at hand 
when it was time for the customers to 
pay up. 

But this time, I was not frightened; 
just ashamed and sick at heart. I sig- 
nalled Duffy, the bartender, to pour me 
a drink. Maybe a drink—a real one— 


would give me a lift. 





e Case had touched me 
that from then on, - 
different between us. — 





























Duffy splashed some brandy in a 
glass and handed it to me. “Not worried 
about that sucker Eddie just tossed out, 
are you, Debbie?” he asked. 

I tossed off the drink and shrugged 
my shoulders. “Nobody made him come 
in here,” I said, somewhat defensively. 

Duffy nodded his agreement. “He 
drank all he could hold and had your 
company for two solid hours. He had 
‘no beef.” 
© I took the cigarette he offered me, 
-thun ped it against the bar and inserted 
it between my lips. “Trouble with guys 
ike that is they think it’s a build-up 
ito a hit-and-run romance,” I complained. 
| My friend the bartender leaned for- 
p ward as he held a match to my cigarette. 
“How wrong can they get? They ought 
to be able to look at you and tell you’re 
not that kind of girl. Suckers!” he added 
derisively. 

I shook my head uncertainly, but said 
nothing. Maybe my erstwhile drinking 
partner was right; if the men who 
bought my company for a few drinks 
were suckers, as Duffy had said, then 
I must be sucker bait. That was my job 
—to lure the male patrons to the bar 
or into a booth and get them to spend 
every cent they had. I had to smile when 
I was bored, laugh when I felt like cry- 
ing, and drink gallons of tea a shot 
glassful at a time. 

Duffy responded to my silent request 
for another drink of brandy and I sat 
there trying to make some sense out of 
the unsavory existence my life had be- 
come. Sure, it had started out differ- 
ently. I had the freedom, the fine clothes 
and the glamour I craved. I even had 
romance, for the first time in my 20 
years on this earth. But the question that 






















had been haunting me more and more 
in the past few weeks returned once 
again—was it all worth the price? 

Six months ago I hated to go home 
at 5 p. m. with all the other white collar 
workers even though my job bored me 
to tears. The work was dull and routine, 
the pay was low, but the office was clean 
and pleasant compared to our crowded 
three-room apartment. I dreaded the 
two-block walk from the street car line 
to the ramshackle building where I lived 
with my parents. 

The sidewalks and gutters were dirty 
and always filled with screaming, shout- 
ing kids. During the summer, the people 
hung out the windows and sprawled on 
porches trying to get a breath of air in 
the sweltering heat. “It’s like walking the 
last mile,” I’d tell myself with grim 
humor as my footsteps automatically 
slowed the closer to home I got. 

Then came the long climb up two 
flights of sagging steps. Our apartment 
was clean and neat, thanks to Mom’s 
ceaseless efforts, but the bareness and 
lack of color was depressing. This was 
what I had known all my life and I was 
sick with despair. It seemed I would 
never get out of the cage of ugliness 
that hemmed me in on all sides. 

I grew so desperate as time passed 
that I felt one tiny spark would touch 
off an explosion that would blow every- 
thing to bits. That’s exactly what hap- 
pened, and a new personality emerged 
from the shattered pieces—overnight I 
became hard and calculating. Even my 
name was changed from the hateful Deb- 
orah to the more stylish “Debbie.” 

I had been moody and depressed all 
that week; life seemed more hopeless 
and pointless than ever. The one bright 
spot in my outlook was payday. I had 
seen a $35 dress on sale at one of the 
downtown shops and had talked the 
salesgirl into holding it for me until 
Saturday. It was a gorgeous thing; a 
curve-hugging acetate and rayon sheath, 
decorated with rhinestones. I think I 
wanted that dress more than anything 
before in my life. 

I sensed something was wrong the mo- 
ment I arrived home that Friday eve- 
ning. Mom was more quiet than usual 
and Dad sat at the kitchen table, his head 
in his hands. Mom looked up from the 
stove and smiled tiredly when I gave 
her a dutiful peck on the cheek. Her eyes 
were sad and the redness around the lids 
told me that she had been crying. 





“Dinner’s almost done,” she told me. 

“Mom—is something wrong?” | asked 
fearfully. 

She pressed her lips into a rigid line 
and glanced away. “You'd best get 
washed up, honey,” she murmured. “T’ll 
have this on the table in—” 

I clutched her arm. “There is some- 
thing wrong! Well, what is it this time?” 
I demanded irritably. 

Mom nodded toward my father and 
shook her head. “Let’s sit down and eat, 
Deborah. Then we can talk.” 

“It’s Brad! That’s what you’re trying 
to tell me, isn’t it?” I cried, my heart 
pounding with sudden fear. 

Brad’s last letter to me had been full 
of hopes for an early return from Korea. 
The shooting was all over now, he’d 
written, so I should no longer worry 
about his safety. But dozens of different 
dangers remained and a vital part of 
me would never really live again until 
he returned to me, safe and sound. 

However, Mom quickly put my mind 
to rest on that score. What she had to 
tell me was not about my sweetheart but 
about Dad. An old back injury had sud- 
denly become so painful that he was 
unable to work. The company for which 
he had worked for 25 years retired him 
on a pension that was pitifully small. 
The special brace the doctor had ordered 
him to wear cost $35— 

As Mom told me all this, Dad sat 
hunched in his chair, a shocked expres- 
sion on his rugged brown face as if still 
trying to comprehend that he was the 
victim of this awful tragedy. Mom went 
around and put an arm across his bent 
shoulders. A dry sob shook her thin 
body. “Lord knows we’ve worked hard— 
tried to do right—” 

“The Lord helps those who help them- 
selves!” I said harshly. “We’ve got noth- 
ing, never had anything— He doesn’t 
know or even care!” 

Mom stared at me as if she expected 
me to be struck down by lightning for 
my blasphemous words. I took out my 
pay envelope and flung it on the table. 
As I went out the door I could hear Mom 
mumbling prayerfully, “Please forgive 
her, Lord . . . she doesn’t realize—” 


ore THAN ever, I felt lonely. It 

was different when Brad was home. 
When life became too unbearable, the 
two of us would go up on the roof of 
the tenement and sit there gazing up at 
the stars. And (Continued on Page 79) 
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First Negro beauty to achieve 
j success as a high fashion 
model for such top Paris de- 
signers as Dior, Fath and 


gives pointed 


- Schiaparelli 


tips to girls seeking model- 


ing as a career. 


Wf ODELS ARE born, not made. Al- 

4 ready I can hear the chorus of pro- 

tests, so I had better explain that this is 

mo criticism of the many modeling 
schools throughout the country, nor is it 
la reflection on the talents of the ever- 
growing number of our women who are 

ing good in this comparatively new 
profession. 

» Modeling is a way of life, a feeling 
at must be an innate part of the woman 
rself. She can learn all the funda- 

mentals, develop her natural charms, ac- 

quire the grace and poise of a profes- 

ional model, but if she does not have 

at elusive spark of individuality she 

ill never reach the top. I am speaking, 

course, of the fiercely competitive 
held of high fashion modeling. 

| Before going into detail, it might be 

well to clear up some of the misconcep- 
ons in the public mind about models. 

My pet peeve is the tendency to play up 
lot of bad publicity about models. 

While it is true that too many “models” 

@on’t model, and that some of them are 

indiscreet enough to become involved in 
tandals, these are not the serious, hard- 
orking girls. 

) The top models are too busy working 

their profession and keeping them- 


\ 


selves in proper condition to have time 
for such headline-making escapades. 
They know that modeling is glamorous, 
but they don’t let it go to their heads. 

To begin with, there are several types 
of models, each specializing in a different 
branch of the field. 

1. Figure models. They pose for ar- 
tists and for classes in art schools, usu- 
ally in the nude. They are more volup- 
tuous than other types of models, and 
since the lines and curves of the body are 
what the artists sketch, a pretty face is 
not essential. 

2. “Cheesecake” models. Not quite as 
buxom as those who pose in the nude, 
these girls possess full-blown figures, 
shapely legs and pretty faces. Photog- 
raphers shoot them from angles that 
produce sexy pictures for newspaper and 
magazine features. 

3. Photographic models. They pose 
for magazine illustrations and advertise- 
ments. The qualifications are good bone 
structure and an interesting, intelligent 
face. Often, one part of the body is em- 
phasized—legs for hosiery ads, hands 
for glove ads, etc. 

4. Fashion models. This group in- 
cludes girls with the tall, slender, leggy 
figure typified by Paris mannequins and 


Whether in a Bikini, cocktail suit or loung- 
ing outfit, Miss Towles is always the acme 
of poise and sophistication. 
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ishion models so familiar in Vogue and 
larpers The cream of this 
roup are the “high fashion” models 
» work in the fashion centers of the 
rid, where they show creations that 
at least six months ahead of current 
les. They command the top fees and 


Bazaar. 


different from other models in sev- 
i respects. 
\ high fashion model, for example, 
er poses in the nude, a point that is 
essed during her training. If you ask, 
What about those scanty bikinis?”, rest 
ured that over in France, where they 
inated, a bikini is just another bath- 
» suit and rates much less attention 
in over here. 
Because most of my experience has 





Etruscan art inspired this startling, be- 
elled coiffure by Jean Clément which 
s Towles introduced at Paris style show. 


se 


With Italian and French models, Miss Towles relaxes in cabine of Paris dress salon 
between showings of couturier’s creations. She bedazzled Paris so thoroughly that she 


clothes, Dorothea Towles says that a high school diploma, 
the ability to meet people and talk intelligently, plus natural 


One of the most exciting and dazzling beauties ever to show 


charm are needed if a girl is to succeed. 


been in the Paris salons of Robert Pi- 
guet, Christian Dior, Jacques Fath, 
Pierre Balmain and Schiaparelli, what | 
have to say here is limited to fashion 
modeling. 

Modeling is an art form, closely re- 
lated to ballet, painting, drama, but it 
is more commercial than the purely cre- 
ative arts. 

In recent months, after three years in 
Europe, I have been touring with my 
one-woman show consisting entirely of 
Paris originals. In one city, after see- 
ing my fashion show, a woman remarked 
that the production was “just like show 
business.” However, a fashion model is 
neither a show girl nor a movie actress. 
but somewhere in between the two. 

The art in modeling comes when the 
model can dramatize a gown without 
saying a word. She must not detract 
from the clothes she is wearing, yet have 
enough personality to make the design- 
er’s creations come alive. Each Paris 
house has its own idea of how this is 
achieved. Dior, for example, likes his 


models aloof. They are not to smile, 
not even look at the customers. 

Schiaparelli prefers mannequins who 
are distinctive in appearance, but at the 
same time not so exotic that they over. 
shadow her creations. The important 
thing is—a woman’s clothes must speak 
for her. 

I recall the time in Rome when a 
gown played the leading role in my meet- 
ing with Porfirio Rubirosa, ex-husband 
of millionairess Doris Duke. It happened 
after a performance of “Bianco and 
Nero,” an Italian revue in which I hada 
leading role. It was my first appearance 
in a theatrical production and I played 
opposite the Italian “Bing Crosby,” Gia- 
como Rondinello. 

We went to an after-theatre party at 
Bricktop’s famous Ambassador Club. 
Sitting in one corner was a large party 
that I barely noticed upon entering be- 
cause | was anxious to join my friends 


across the room. In excited whispers, 


they informed me that the party opposite 
us included Porfirio Rubirosa and the 


became most sought after model in world’s glamour capital for three years. 
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handsome blonde Duke of Edinburgh 
(now husband of Queen Elizabeth. ) 

This night I was wearing a very ex- 
citable gown, one that had movement 
and life and spoke in subdued whispers 
of elegance. Those of you who saw my 
fashion show will remember it as the 
gold lame, with luscious gold embroid- 
ered sequins and ingenious panels. De- 
signed by Piguet, it is called “Bagdad” 
because it calls to mind the mystery and 
splendor of the Orient. 

Bricktop and I are good friends, and 
always the fabulous hostess, she came 


Since her livelihood depends greatly upon good grooming, Miss Towles must visit the 
beauty parlor much more regularly than the average young woman. Originally a brunette 
she changed tresses to platinum at suggestion of Pierre Balmain, noted designer. 





) Always vibrant and chic, Miss Towles 
' makes striking picture as she greets Day- 
ton, O., sorors at formal dance in her honor. 


over to greet me and ask if I were wear- 
ing a Schiaparelli. “I’ve got a distin- 
guished guest who wants to meet you, 
| Dorothea,” she added. “He saw you 
tome in and has been watching you ever 
since.” 
© With all the graciousness that is her 
} trademark as an international hostess, 
Bricktop introduced me to the famous 
Cuban. This was not my first—nor my 
_ only—meeting with a noted personality 
and I mention the clothes on this occa- 
sion because I firmly believe that clothes 
have a lot to do with the mood created 
by a woman and her success in any so- 
cial situation. 
What is the best way to get started on 
acareer as a model? That was a fre- 
oe question from coeds at universities pe -quse quick changes are needed between showings, fitter helps Miss Towles into formal 
I visited on my last tour. “Don’t quit dinner gown which sells for about $300. She has $70,000 wardrobe which includes $2,000 
school,” I (Continued on Page 71) white satin gown from Christian Dior, matching satin coat that cost $500. 
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It was just an old Spanish custom, Juanita fo 


out, and she was willing to let it go at that unti 


Carlo’s sister stepped in to give Cupid a har 1 
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"What am 1 to do, my darling?” 
pleaded in an agonized voice. 
“Please help me!” 


FEW YEARS ago some woman writer nearly touched 

off an international incident with a magazine article 
called “Latins Are Lousy Lovers.” The author’s caustic 
criticism of the South of the Border style romance strained 
the good neighbor policy almost to the breaking point, but 
I’m here to say that the lady was way off the beam. Take 
it from one who knows from first hand experience, Latins 
are terrific lovers! 

This is especially true if the setting is bathed in tropical 
moonlight, if the night air is perfumed with exotic blos- 
soms, and your lover is a dashing Mexican caballero in 
whose veins throbs the passionate Latin blood that has been 
seasoned by centuries of love, romance and tropic sun. 

My journey across the Rio Grande into the fairy wonder- 
land that is Mexico was the fulfillment of a childhood 
dream. It began as a long-awaited vacation, but before it 
ended I learned the sweet pain of love and thrilled to the 
primitive passions awakened within me by the handsome, 
swarthy Carlo. 

For a whole year I had stinted and saved, more deter- 
mined than ever to make the trip and see the land of the 
sun I had heard so much about. My salary as a law office 
clerk was adequate, but by no means large enough to 
finance the vacation I had dreamed about since the days 
I was a girl in Detroit. So I went on a lunchtime diet of 
cokes and cheese sandwiches, spent money for a movie only 
on rare occasions, and got along on last year’s wardrobe. 
Grace and Ella, the girls who worked in the same office, 
noticed how miserly I had become. 

“T saw the most darling pair of shoes today!” Grace bub- 
bled one afternoon. “I just couldn’t resist the temptation 
so | put five dollars down on them.” 

“Where’s the shop?” Ella asked. “Maybe Juanita and I 
will run by there this evening when we get off.” 

“I got news for you!” Grace told her. “Juanita isn’t in- 
terested in anything that costs money, no matter how much 
of a bargain it is. The Mexico trip, you know,” she added 
archly. 

“Mexico!” Ella’s voice dripped with envy. “I'll be lucky 
if I get two weeks at Idlewild. But tell me something, girl, 
why Mexico?” she asked me. 

I was embarrassed at the way Grace had brought up the 
subject, but just the same I tried (Continued on Page 50) 
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Happily married for 40 years, the team of Butterbeans : 
and Susie has succeeded because they are deeply in IN el LOAN 


BUSINESS 


love, not only with each other, but with their careers. 


By ALFRED A. DUCKETT 


RTY YEARS ago, on the stage of In their early fifties, the comedy 

a tent theatre in South Carolina, a couple see no reason why those careers 
teen-age boy and girl joined hands and __ shouldn’t continue. 
exchanged marriage vows in front of an ““We’re in show business now, not be- 
eager crowd of 5000 spectators. Jodie cause we have to be, but because we love 
Edwards, 15, and Susie, 14, became _ it,” they pointed out during an interview 
“man and wife,” not because they were in their comfortable home on Chicago’s 

» in love, but because a canny promoter South Side. “We still go over well. The 
had offered them $40 to do so. day we don’t we'll stop. You'll never 

Today, Jodie and Sue, known the na- catch us out there making a laughing 
tion over as the famed Butterbeans and + 4ck of ourselves. But, if Sophie Tucker 
Susie—the oldest Negro act in show | 1 Ji D . Pagegerer 

: fies, and Jimmy Durante can do it, at their 
business—wouldn’t take a million for ‘ 

| the experiences they’ve shared, the hap- 
piness they have known and the triumph 

| of having proven to the world that show 
business marriages can work. 

Throughout the country, Negro and 
White audiences have become fondly find the Jodie Edwards with plenty to do 
familiar with the slender, outrageously —if only to think back over the unique 
costumed Butter and his generously experiences in their private life. 

| built, defiant spouse who theme their They can reminisce about those child- 

“Performance with constant threats to hood days. Butter was a chorus boy and 
leave each other for a new love or to Sue a chorus girl. Both of them had a 

= bodily violence on suspicion of natural talent for dancing. Neither of 
unfaithfulness. 

No one knows any better than the 
audience that Butter and his Sue are 
simply showing off for laughs. They get 

the laughs plus a sympathetic under- 
standing from the audience that they are 
deeply in love—not only with each other, can recall how she stepped off a train Skin-tight britches, oversized shoes have 
but with their careers. in Anniston, Alabama, when she first been Butterbeans’ trademark for years. 
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ages, why can’t we?” The fact that the 
unique show business couple works bet- 
ter than forty-five weeks a year supports 
their point. 

The few weeks when they have leisure 


them dreamed, when they were working 
in the chorus line of noted blues singer, 
Ma Rainey’s touring vaudeville unit, 
that they would marry. 

But Sue, with a twinkle in her eye, 

























staring at her, watching her every move. 


joined the show, and noticed Butter 


work and could help each other more jf 
we were married.” 
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“He ran around telling everyone I “The license cost a dollar in those “Yo 
was going to be his wife,” she recalls. days,” Butter interposed. He shook his with 
There didn’t appear to be any romance _ head. “We shoulda been in school. But me.” 
in the relationship for months after that, no one cared in those days.” “J 
however. Butter didn’t care in those days either, ing | 
“We became buddies, but we were At least, he thought he didn’t care to be In 
just like sister and brother,” Butter re- really married—not even to Sue. In fact, goin 
lates. both were certain the marriage was ac. mad 
When promoter C. W. Parks told But- tually make-believe. When they said “ was 
ter and Sue that he wanted someone to do” in front of a Rev. Burke, of Green. those 
act out a make-believe marriage on the ville, they regarded it all as part of the “yp 
stage and that he was willing to pay act. home 
$40, the child dancers stared at each But several weeks later, their mail him, 
other in wide-eyed wonder. Forty dollars caught up with them. To Butter’s great happ’ 
was more money than they’d ever had shock, they received a copy of their mar. On 
- at one time. They agreed to go through riage license as registered with the was 
— with the ceremony, never dreaming it Greenville authorities. That was when fellow 
oe = } would be a real wedding. Butter balked. they 
a a “They ran us out of the license bureau “T don’t know nothin’ about no mar. and v 
_ciaieapanamtappctens i. a | in Greenville,” Sue remembers. “Said riage,” he muttered to his honest-to- Eve 
mfortable Calumet Avenue home on we were too young to get married. We goodness child bride. const 
hicago’s South Side is where Butter and ont and got Mr. Parks. He told us to Sue had her mind made up. They were every! 
spend time when not on the road. fi . ‘ . eels d : 
wait a few hours until they changed in Richmond, Virginia, when the dupli- missec 
\ man’s stomach and his shifts at the license bureau. He had con-_ cate marriage certificate came. Butter old cc 
heart are first cousins, says nections. He put up our ages and got gave her some money and told her to their « 
feminine half of oldest Ne- the license. _— so, the clerk was awful rent two rooms. Sue rented one. Butter § widen 
ys ° h ial suspicious. ‘You’re mighty young to be__ was horrified. and Si 
‘de -_ wile: <p weenie getting married,’ he told us. | spoke up “I’m not going to live with you,” he a 
in giving marriage formula. and told him we were in the same kind of announced. He ra 
atest joy of couple is five-year-old Viamatease Dudley, Butter and Sue take time out backstage to enjoy laugh with dancer turned 
ighter of their adopted daughter Marguerite, who gives Susie Derby Wilson, soubrette Flick Montgomery. Helping young talent show 
bite of her birthday cake as Butter, young guests watch. get ahead in show business is a ruling passion with them. came ¢ 
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“Yes, you are,” Sue informed him. 
“You’re my husband. If you don’t live 
with me, you’re going to take care of 


” 
me. 


“J,” Butter countered flatly, “am go- 
ing home to my poppa.” 

In those early days, Butter was always 
going home to his poppa. He never quite 
made it. Sue, noted for her cooking skill, 
was pretty good with pots and pans in 
those days too. 

“When I got through putting that 
home-cooking and those hot biscuits to 
him, he forgot about poppa,” she boasts 
happily. 

On one thing at least, the child couple 
was agreed. They didn’t want their 
fellow-performers in the troupe to know 
they had begun living together as man 
and wife. 

Everyone in the show kidded them 
constantly. Butter and Sue stoutly denied 
everything. But one day, they overslept, 
missed rehearsal time. Pa Rainey, a nosy 
old codger, came around, knocking on 
their door, boldly flung it open. His eyes 
widened with glee. He had caught Butter 
and Sue in bed together. 

“T knew it. I knew it,” Pa shouted. 
He ran back to the rehearsal and re- 
turned almost instantly with the whole 
show trailing behind. Even the band 
came along to add to the laughing, teas- 
ing hilarity with the contribution of an 
impromptu wedding march. 

“It was official then,” Sue says. 

Official or not, Butter was still a little 
uncomfortable in his strange state of 
wedded bliss. 

Sue got tired of the vaudeville tour. 
She had some money saved. 

“’m going North, Butter,” she an- 


‘@ nounced. 


— > 


“I’m not,” Butter replied. 
“Im going to Cincinnati,” Sue in- 


sisted. 


“I’m going home to poppa,” Butter 
decreed. 

Sue paid him no mind. Sue packed 
up, went to the railroad station and 
bought her ticket. Butter trailed behind 
resentfully. He watched her as she got 
on the train. Just as it was about to pull 
out, Butter hopped on, sat down beside 
her and waited for the conductor to 
come along and sell him a ticket. 

It was the last time he threatened to 
g0 home to his poppa. 

“We worked at the Pekin Theatre,” 
says Sue. “We (Continued on Page 48) 
























































Shake dancer Rose Hardaway and Helen Daniels of the Congaroos 
dance team gag it up with Butter between shows. He and Sue take 






A cigarette, a glass of beer and time to reflect are all that Butter requires 
when he wants to work out a new routine. After he has it set in his mind, 
he will try it out on Sue. 
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It was a good thing for Claire that Lee was understand- 


ing, otherwise her weakness for such a simple thing 


could have spelled utter ruin for their marriage. 


L inne THE PHONE rang that quiet Satur- 

day evening early in the Spring of 1951, I 
had every reason to believe that the foolish, 
hair-crazy, erratic life I had lived was going to 
cause me pain and trouble like I’d never sus- 
pected could come to me. Lee was coming 
home from the Army. 

We had been married ten months and he 
had been in the Army all of them. I had a 
baby—a beautiful brown baby girl that I loved 
with all my heart. But there was one little thing 
I feared was going to need some explaining 
that I wasn’t sure I could do. 

The baby has coal black straight hair that 
curls just the slightest bit at the ends and 
neither Lee nor I have the kind of hair that can 
truthfully be called good. Lee’s hair, as a mat- 
ter of fact, is quite fuzzy. 

My husband had just called that Saturday to 
say he was on the way home to me and to see 
the child of our marriage for the first time. But 
instead of being delirious with happiness, I 
was crazy with fear and apprehension. I knew 
in my own heart that I must have sinned 
against the laws of God and man. What I 
hadn’t known was that my weakness for sleek, 
straight hair would ever crawl out of the shad- 
owy little corners of my mind to break into the 
open and torment me like this. 

I can’t even remember how men’s hair got 
to be such an obsession with me. I don’t re- 
member any more than an alcoholic or a dope 
fiend remembers which drink or shot made 
him a slave. This sickness had lurked in me for 
a long, long time though I always tried to tell 
myself I didn’t have to give in to my feelings— 
not every time. 

Maybe my mother planted the seed for the 
bitter fruit I was about to harvest. Long ago, 
back in the South when I was a small child of 
six, I came into the house one day with a boy 
who had brought my books home from school 
for me. It wasn’t even puppy love as I recall it 


now. He was just a little boy who lived along 
the same street and he had carried my books 
while I skipped rope along the sidewalk. Like a 
child showing off a new toy, I wanted my 
mother to meet him. 

Mother said hello to him and he went away. 
Nothing was said about the incident until my 
aunt came by late that evening to bring mother 
a package she had picked up for her down- 
town. I was looking at the bright new colors of 
the school dress Aunt Mae had brought when 
mother laughingly began to tell Aunt Mae 
about my little beau, as she called the boy 
down the street. 

“Honey, he’s a real little street urchin. I give 
Claire credit for not picking one too dark but, 
Mae, his hair rows up on his head like cot- 
ton in the fields,” she was saying. And both my 
mother and aunt roared with laughter and 
derision. 

“Yes, my pretty little dumpling,” she said, 
talking to me, “Mother has got to teach you 
how to look out for your children like I tried 
to look out for you. I did the best I could and 
you ve at least got a nice complexion.” 

Up to that point in my life I had never 
known it made any difference about people’s 
skins or hair. I just hadn’t thought about it— 
as if a child of six could think about such 
things. My training started that day. 

I remember seeing my father only twice, 
both times when he came back to our home- 
town from Chicago to visit his relatives who 
live on the other side of town. He came by our 
house to play with me for a few hours, brought 
me candy and clothes, left mother some money 
and went away. He was a tall, strong man with 
reddish hair and light, freckled skin. My 
mother is olive brown with nice hair that is 
crinkly but not straight. My hair is a mixture 
of both and I have my father’s complexion. 

All during elementary school days, the kind 
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f things happened to me that couldn’t 
1elp but build me up for the big let down. 
| usually got the lead parts in the school 
plays and programs although I wasn’t 
ilways the smartest pupil. Boys always 
yulled my hair and chased me more than 
they did the other girls but I outran them 
und never again let any of them take my 

oks home. In our little town, I usually 


who looked like Indians or Mexicans or 
sun-tanned white boys. 

My mother always kept telling me that 
I was pretty enough to get anything I 
wanted out of life and I felt proud when 
she approved of my choices. I preened 
myself like a peacock when I was with 
them. 

As my mind and thinking got twisted 


That telephone call from Lee saying that he was 


coming back, struck terror in Claire’s heart because 


she was certain that he would soon dis- 


cover her secret. 


played after school with my cousins from 
across town. 

Then, when I was in my early teens, 
other and I packed our things one day 

d moved to Chicago. The fertile soil of 
y color-conscious mind was sprouting 
rth the beautiful but prickly plant that 
d to that tortuous day when Lee called 

say that he was coming home to see 

IT baby. 

In high school on the South Side, I 
icked my friends consciously and care- 
illy, always making sure that they were 

ertain type. We just seemed to flock 
gether somehow. Whenever I let a boy 
alk home with me, I made sure that he 
set the standards my mother had set. I 
as her child and I had been taught well. 

What’s more, I began to like it. I liked 
ing seen with the sharp, dashing boys 


4 


more and more, I went in for the finer 
little angles of conceit and self-conscious- 
ness. All my close girl friends were in- 
tentionally picked so that none ever 
looked better than I. I was always the 
one the boys meant when they whistled 
at a couple of us on the drugstore corner 
or from passing cars. I built myself a 
strange little world in which I was the 
center of the universe. 

Occasionally, one of the boys in the 
neighborhood would make a pass at me. 
I was not unkind. I simply didn’t give 
them any encouragement and the word 
soon got around that I only went for 
straight-haired boys. I didn’t care. It 
was true. 

Only once did I ever get mixed up in 
my early years .. . and it just happened 
that the mixup came with the first boy 


I ever stood still and let kiss me. 

He was the star of the basketball teg 
a finely-built, tall, slim fellow who h; 
the grace of a ballet dancer and ¢{ 
swiftness of a gazelle on the basketh 
court. I was a cheer leader and Du 
was playing Wendell Phillips in a 
tight game. The score was 52-52 inf 
last few seconds of an overtime peri 


a 
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His lipe jound mine a: ond hana 
away and we were caught up in an & 
whirlwind of erotic pleasi ee 


and Mark swept down the floor of th 
gym and made the winning shot just 
the whistle sounded ending the game. I 
just got carried away with the excite 
ment of winning the game, rushed out ¢ 
the floor and threw my arms arow 
Mark. 

Naturally, he took me home that nigh 
and when we were standing in the vest 
bule saying goodnight I didn’t see any 
harm in letting him kiss me. He put hi 
hand in the small of my back like we 
were about to dance and wrapped hi 
other arm around my shoulder 
pulled me up to him. 

His shoulders were broad and I could 
smell an exciting mixture of sweat and 
soap about him. Against his hard chest 
and muscular (Continued on Page 74) 
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There is a big difference 
between wanting fun and 
being bad but Judy’s critics 
never understood her be- 
cause they didn’t love her. 


I HUMMED AS I stitched the big 

pink rose and veil to my black 
skull cap. Stevie and Noreen Adams 
wouldn’t be home for ages yet. Even 
if I couldn’t afford a new hat this 
month, the money I’d saved by wan- 
gling three luncheon invitations was 
enough for new trimming. Pretty 
good, going dancing four nights in 
one week, too! 

I almost forgot how Brian Forbes 
had scowled when he found me nod- 
ding over my typewriter that noon. 
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“For heaven’s sake, Mrs. Anderson,” he 
snapped, “why don’t you go to bed be- 
fore three, and stay awake days?” 

“How’d you know?” I yawned. “Don’t 
tell me you were there?” 

“Somebody told me. You were also 
seen at two, Monday morning, and four 
thirty, Wednesday.” 

I shrugged my shoulders and looked 
up at him. “What are you doing, having 
me watched?” 

“A fellow I went to school with plays 
the piano in your pet joint. He men- 
tioned it this noon.” 

“Look,” I said, “I was not hired for 
my social activities. As you’ve told me 
before, I’m the best stenographer you’ve 
ever had—and you scare me when you 
scowl like that.” 

He laughed and his rugged face turned 
almost handsome again. “You win, Judy. 
Could I have those letters by two?” 

“One thirty,” I promised. He was 
sweet, | thought, if only he wouldn’t 
growl so when he found I’d been dating. 
It wasn’t his business. It hadn’t been 
anybody’s business since that awful 
night six years ago, when my baby was 
born and the nurses told me my husband 
was dead. They'd thought it was the 
snesthetic when I couldn’t stop laugh- 
ing. They didn’t understand when I said 
that now everything was all right—hav- 
ing my baby six weeks early, the bruises 
on my body, and everything else. 

It was my seventeenth birthday when 
I got out of the hospital. I felt like I was 
being born again. Nick had been dead 
nearly two weeks. I had to find out how 
he’d died—had to read about it, and 
maybe the words in front of me would 
make me believe that at last I was free. 

After I saw little Stevie the next day— 
he was too small to take home yet, and 
anyway I had no place for a baby—I 
stopped at the library and asked for the 
old papers. It headlined the front page, 
with pictures and a whole column of 
print. Nick and the equally drunken 
woman with him had plowed his lug- 
gage-filled car into a train, and been 
killed instantly—within six hours after 
| was taken to the hospital. 

The woman’s picture stared up at me. 
She was a coarse brown-skinned woman 
near Nick’s age, that he’d brought to our 
room once. The column ended saying I 
was having a baby at the time. I felt 
sick, and dirty—like I’d never felt be- 
fore, not even with all the other things 
Nick had done. 
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Not until someone other than 

Stevie was hurt, did Judy un- 

derstand why they called her 
wild. 


At the hotel, there was a lawyer from 
the railroad. “Mrs. Anderson?” he said, 
fussing with his handkerchief. “You 
know that you have no claim against the 
railroad.” 

“Yes,” I said, not quite understanding. 

“However, you’ve just had a baby and 
are in no condition to work. We feel that 
$2,000 is more than adequate to meet 
any expenses you'll have in the near fu- 
ture.” 

“Yes,” I said numbly, wondering 
whether he knew about the cup of cof- 
fee that had been my breakfast, or the 
week’s rent I hadn’t paid yet, the hos- 
pital bill, and the fifty nine cents in my 
purse. 

“If you’d sign these,” he said, shov- 
ing some papers at me, “I can give you 
your check right away.” In ten minutes 
he was gone, and I had a check for more 
money than I’d ever heard of. 

That night I made plans. School was 
starting in a week. I had to finish. I re- 
membered what pa had said, the year be- 
fore, “A woman don’t need educatin’. 
Look at your la-de-da ma! She went to 
college—and died having one kid. 

“Half the women around here can’t 
write their names, but they have ten kids 
without thinking twice.” He looked at 
me in the same hard way he always did, 
like he didn’t want me around, and hated 
me for being born and killing my ma. 

I’'d begged him to let me finish my 
last two years, but he set his jaw and 
looked away, like always. “You’re nigh 
sixteen,” he’d said finally, saying I’d 
wanted to “chase around like a fancy 
woman” by asking to go to the high 
school picnic a month before. He ended, 
“Nick says he’d be willing to take you 
off my hands, so you plan when you'll 
marry him—and soon, too.” 

“Nick?” I sobbed. It was the first I’d 
heard about being married. “Oh, no, pa 
—not that old man. He—he’s drunk all 
the time.” 

“Old? I’m only forty, and he’s two 
years younger. Keep a civil tongue in 
your head. You’ll marry Nick.” 

“Yes, pa,” I said finally. 

“I'll tell him tonight, and get you 
some cloth. I guess women want new 
stuff when they get married, huh?” He 
was smiling at me, almost happy looking 


for a change. “Your ma had lots 
stuff.” 

“Yes, pa,” I said, blinking back 
There were times when I’d seen ¢ 
homes other kids at school had, agi 
hadn’t liked our three-room shack, by 
now it looked like heaven. I didn’t way 
to leave it—especially not with Nick. | 
shuddered as pa went out the door. Nic 
never shaved, or washed, and always 
smelled of bad liquor. Still, he wasn} 
much worse than a lot of the ma 
around. I didn’t think, not then, hoy 
itd be much worse keeping house fo 
him than for anybody else, or for pa 

But not to go back to school again— 
I hadn’t even minded the three-mile walk 
each way. I’d been the only town kid 
who went to school any longer than the 
law demanded. Pa grumbled lots, sure, 
but when I kept the place clean like al 
ways, and fixed breakfast and supper 
good, and set out his lunch, he’d lé 
me go. 

Two weeks later, the traveling parson 
stopped over. Wasn’t anybody to ou— 
wedding except pa and two women with 
nothing else to do. I looked at them and 
made myself not cry. Nobody thought 
enough of pa, or Nick, or even me, to 
come. It’s awful when what’s supposed 
to be happy is sad, and nobody around 
but some busybodies, watching so they 
can gossip later. 

Nick grabbed me before the parson 
hardly had the words all said, and kissed 
me for the first time, hard like he wanted 
to hurt. My lips felt bruised when he 
loosed me. Mrs. Fitch came up then, 
eyeing my dress that I’d washed and sur 
dried every day for a week, trying to 
whiten it. “That looks like muslin. Is it?” 

I nodded, unable to speak. “Thought 
so!” she sniffed. “Made you some dish 
towels. That dress looks like some of 
the same bolt.” She handed me a small & 
package, wrapped in brown paper. 

“Thank you,” I said. 

Granny Phelps came up then, staring § 
at the front of my dress suspiciously. She 
glanced at Nick, who was talking to pa 
“Man like him—did you have to gé 
married?” \ 

I tried to shake my head, feeling like J 
she’d hit me. 4% 

“Well,” she shrugged, “no harm i 
asking. Him and your pa are thick # 
thieves.” She handed me another pack 
age. “Made you some baby clothes. Tht 
Andersons always were a great fami 
for young-uns.” (Continued on Page 64) 
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i, FF reshening- Up 


The north wind doth blow, 


we soon shall have snow, 


And what will poor robin do then, poor thing? 


W E ARE STEALING a poetic line to 

express our views for what is 
ahead. When mothers see the first robin, 
their minds start working on all sorts 
of new ideas for the house. 

It is now possible for homemakers to 
buy wallpaper and draperies to match, 
within budget range, wherein a few 
years ago these combinations were all 
high-priced and could only be obtained 
through interior decorators. Although 
the budget may be meager, there are 
striking combinations in wallpaper and 
materials that may be had as low as 98 
cents per yard or per roll. 

In many instances, there are uphol- 


stery fabrics to be selected that will 
blend with the wallpaper, and even the 
dishes will match the kitchen walls or 
curtains. During the spring doldrums, 
new wallpaper, fresh paint, draperies 
and accessories will freshen the rooms 
of the tired, winter home and give them 
a crisp, clean, cheerful look. 

Readers who need new, fascinating 
ideas, color combinations and charts, 
ean obtain them from TAN’s Home Serv- 
ice Department. Shown is a background 
of beauty for spring in one of the new 
“fiberglas” miracle fabrics called “Flow- 
ering Quince” by Greff, which will add 


beauty to any home. 
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square-blocked mirror the entire length of the fireplace, from ceiling to floor, with two removable side tables. 
ure imported with large, decorative cornices. Walls are stucco-plastered in pink and wine, with off-white ceiling. 


Space-Saving Rambler Type 


home of Mr. and Mrs. C. Bates is on Bryn Mawr Rd. in hilly Pittsburgh. 
little ground is around the house, hedges and stone curbing add beauty 


a es : ee st Ra EZ | eanageenigese districts in large cities 


are not always conducive to mod- 


oom has a 


ern versions of the rambling-type of 
architecture, so when it is necessary to 
live near business, one must have a 
house designed to fit the purpose. 

This is true of the home of Mr. and 
Mrs. Cleveland Bates of Pittsburgh, who 
like all others in this vicinity, had the 
great problem of building a home in one 
of America’s hilliest cities. However, 
they have done an excellent job and the 
exterior and interior of their home are 
very well done, resulting in a home any- 
one would be proud to own. 

Everything necessary for easy living 
has been incorporated, and the Bateses 
have combined their personalities in de 
signing a home for genteel living. From 
the glass-walled kitchen, straight through 
to the den, the home has everything 4 
homeowner could wish. 














Lavish S-shaped bar has lettuce green walls, Spanish leather 
base, chartreuse top with white tile ceiling. It has black for- 
mica top. Shelves are glass and lighting is fluorescent. 


Huge circular bed is made up twin style with headboard. Walls are 
panelled in mahogany squares with indirect cove lighting and ceil- 
ing mirror insert. Circular reading light extends across bed. 


Walls of the bathroom are Carrara glass in pale blue, with a smoke-gray ceiling. Square tub and commode are in a wine shade. The 
all-mirrored dressing table is L-shaped with chrome-trimmed edges. Built-in glass shelves separate the shower from the bath tub. 
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COOKING 












Golden Ham Casserole 
| tbsp. lemon juice or vinegar into 1 cup milk and let stand a few minutes. Combine 1% to 2 cups diced leftover ham, the 1 cup milk, 2 
ly beaten eggs, % tsp. salt, 4% tsp. pepper, 1 cup grated cheese and 24% cups cooked noodles. Add % cup sliced stuffed olives, celery, mush- . 

or cooked peas. Pour mixture into a greased casserole. Top with buttered bread crumbs or crushed cereal flakes and bake in a 375°F oven 
for 35 minutes. 


















Casserole 


Dishes 


( ‘ASSEROLE dishes are one of the 
most popular types of cooking for 
housewives, career girls and work- 
iothers. First, a casserole dish is 

) prepare and eliminates the bustle 
ist-minute preparations. Since it is 
ally a meal-in-a-dish dinner, it 

; serving much easier and, better 





Cool 

fewer dishes to wash. 1 th: 
Vith recipes for this type of dinner, Add 
y cuts of meat come forth as tempt- > 
nd succulent as the more expensive a 
Casserole cooking keeps the steam cook 
e dish and makes it possible to cook ° P —_ 
F atiagpeb o mee Chicken Casserole with Potatoes acy 
ugner cuts to tender periection, n. 2% cups chicken broth, add 144 tbsps. flour and cook until thick. Arrange 2 cups diced soil 
ing all the juices and savor. cooked chicken, 1 cup cooked carrots and 1 cup cooked peas in layers in casserole. Add season- oe 
ing and pour in broth. Arrange Duchess potatoes on top and brown. To make, cook 4-6 potatoes ial 


use the casserole goes straight to until soft. Drain and rub through a sieve. Add 2 thsps. margarine, %4 tsp. white pepper, 1 egg, 


ible, its appearance is important. ¥ tsp. nutmeg and mix thoroughly. 


















Cheese Ham Casserole 

Combine 1 can condensed cream of celery soup, % cup milk, 44 teaspoon pepper, and 1 teaspoon 

minced onion. Place 4 cup Ritz Cheese cracker crumbs in greased casserole; cover with 4% cup 

ground ham. Repeat to make three layers of each. Pour soup mixture over all. Sprinkle another 
¥% cup crumbs on top and bake in a hot oven (425°F) 20 minutes. Serves 4. 


Chowder Stew 


Fry 1 cup diced salt pork un- 
til brown; cook % cup each of 
sliced onions, diced celery, un- 
til light. Add 1 cup cooked 
lima beans, 134 cups kernel 
corn, 4 cups scalded milk, 2 
tsps. salt, %4 tsp. pepper, %4 
tsp. paprika. Simmer 5 min- 
utes. Blend 1 tbsp. flour in 2 
tbsps. water, add to mixture. 
Make dumplings, add parsley 
and drop from spoon to the 
top of chowder. Cover and 
cook 12-15 minutes. 





Fall Casserole 
Cook % cup chopped onion in 
1 tbsp. fat until tender, add 1 
cup ground beef and brown. 
Add % tsp. chili powder, 1 
tsp. salt and 1 tsp. pepper. 
Place in greased 2-quart cas- 
serole. Arrange 2 cups cubed 
cooked potatoes on meat, 
cups cooked string beans on 
potatoes, 2 cups cooked ker- 4 
nel corn on beans. Sprinkle 
each layer with salt. Arrange 
5 tomato slices on top, cover 
and bake in moderate oven 
about 25 minutes. 





Here’s a bread that is quite different and 
has many uses. Cannot be made with a 
mix. The apple is cored but not peeled, 
and the color of the skin shows up 
slightly in the bread. Like all quick 
breads it’s better made a day before use. 
If desired, several loaves can be made at 
once, then when cold wrapped in freezer 
paper or aluminum foil and stored in the 
home freezer. It’s perfectly delicious for 
lunch boxes, or used as a sandwich 
bread with a fruit filling, or spread with 
softened butter and served at afternoon 
tea parties, picnics, and porch parties. 


‘a ~ 
APPLE BREAD a 


Yield: 1 loaf, 9 x 5 x 3 inches 


2 cups sifted 
all-purpose flour 







































1 cup grated raw 
apple (unpeeled 


2 teaspoons and core 
Clabber Girl removed) 
baking powder 2 eggs, well beaten 


1 teaspoon salt 


Y, cup beet or 
cane sugar 


¥% cup shortening 


Y4 teaspoon finely 
grated orange 
rind 


3 tablespoons milk 


Sift together flour, baking powder, salt and 
sugar. Cut in shortening with pastry blender 
until fine. Add eggs and blend well. Mix 
—< grated apple, orange rind and 

ilk. Add to mixture and stir to blend just 
until smooth. Turn into well greased pan, 
9x5x3 inches. Bake 1 hour at 350° F. 
(moderate oven). Cool 
completely before 
removing from pan. 
Slices best one day old. 


































NOTE...Don‘t let yourself (erat 


forget how good your 
baking can be. 


CLABBER GIRL 


WOES “ 








Cowboy 


Fashions 


E VERY LITTLE boy between the ages 

of two and twelve, wants to be a 
cowboy, not to mention the little girls 
who like to follow in their brothers’ foot- 
steps. With today’s television programs 
and the trend towards wild and woolly 
western pictures, the fad has taken on 4 
new meaning. 

Millions of American youngsters are 
riding wooden horses or any object 
which they can throw their legs over and 
ride, cowboy style. Capitalizing on this 
popular trend, manufacturers of chil- 
dren’s clothes have produced everything 
from underwear to dress clothes, along 
with all kinds of toys, room furnishings 
and playclothes and accessories for chil- 
dren. 

As the “King of the Cowboys,” Roy 
Rogers is idolized by children all over 
the world, Tan has selected a number 
of outfits that mothers will find practical 
and that will give the kids a kick out of 


wearing. 


To own a cowboy outfit is the dream of 

every little boy. This Roy Rogers outfit 

costs approximately $30. The cowboy is 

riding “Trigger,” the Buck-A-Way Bronco. 
Price, $13.95. 
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Long-sleeve sweater is an all-wool Jacquard pullover and comes T-Shirts and short play pants are of fine quality material. 
in green, grey and camel. Catcher's mitt of genuine cowhide with reinforced seams. T-Shirts, 69c; pants, about $1.50; 
is leather-lined. Sweater, $3.98; Mitt, $3.95. canvas shoes, $3.39; socks, 25c per pair. 
Sere omnes meter 
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Chenille bathrobe is washable with a colored design of “Trig- Shirts and shorts are of fine quality cotton, with name on the 
ger” on the front, and branding iron initials on one pocket. Roy band of the shorts. TV boots have felt uppers, kid tips. Shirts 

Rogers’ name is on the back. Price, $3.98. and shorts about 35c each; boots, $2.98. 
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CHILD CARE 
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favorite toy to cuddle may help a child to go to sleep without rocking or without banging his head against the bed. 
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Common Behavior Problems Zz 

A 

ents 

By Dr. Edward W. Beasley ovel 

Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University calle 

ovel 

\ TER PUTTING Bobby, aged 2, to as one the Alstons leaped up and headed Careful observation of many babies for 
~ bed, Mr. and Mrs. Alston settled down the hall to Bobby’s room. Sure has proved conclusively that there is no hap) 
: to reading the evening papers. The enough, the sound was coming from cause to fear for the baby’s physical sym 
was turned down low, bringing in there. It was a rhythmical, thumping, safety although he may bang his head latte 
gram of dance music direct from bumping sound. very hard. He will not injure his brain A 

f the popular suburban night spots. Slowly they edged the door open and and the fact that he bangs his head is no caus 
\lston was engrossed in the sports turned on the nightlight. There in his indication that he is feeble-minded, as One 
when Mrs. Alston interrupted little bed, rocking back and forth on his some parents have felt. may 

enly. hands and knees, was Bobby banging What causes a baby to behave in such new 
ohn,” she said with some concern, his head against his crib. Mrs. Alston a manner is not certain. In fact, there olde 
ou hear what I hear?” gasped as she rushed to the bed, shook are probably as many different causes hope 
Vhy, no, Alice,” he replied, “I really Bobby and then picked him up. as there are babies who engage in the atter 

t heard a thing, but I'll give a It was the first time that either she or practice. It may be a baby’s response to prev 
And with that, both parents sat her husband had known about this prac- natural development of his sense of P; 

ears bent to pick up any strange _ tice and both were obviously frightened. rhythm or it may be his way of reliev- ural 

1 or sounds. Bobby had spent the first 18 months of ing tension before finally settling down wore 
irning her head slowly, Mrs. Alston his young life with Alice’s mother, which _ to the business of sleeping. impc 
med: “There it is again, John. Do may in some way have accounted for If your baby bangs his head, you will mucl 
1ear itnow? It sounds like it’s com- Mrs. Alston’s unfamiliarity with what want to try to discover the cause for it. wor! 
from Bobby’s room.” And almost _ she felt to be strange behavior. Before doing anything, however, it A 
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would be well to pad his crib to make 
the banging less severe. Try to imagine 
what his small world seems like to him. 
Maybe a favorite toy to cuddle may help 
him to go to sleep without rocking or 
banging. 

Anything which limits the physical ac- 
tivity of a baby who acts in this manner 
will be frustrating and may aggravate 
the condition, so don’t use sleeping gar- 
‘ments or bed clothes that are too confin- 
ing. Sometimes a change to a different 
bed will help. 

If either parent is nervous or upset, 
this may cause tension in the baby. If 
parents are relaxed around the home, 
chances are that the baby will be more 
relaxed and happy. Few babies who feel 
warmly secure show these rhythmical 
forms of behavior. 

Such behavior certainly will not last 
forever, although there are many cases 
on record of children who have reached 
ten or twelve years of age before losing 
the habit completely. As long as they do 
last, however, parents should try to have 
the baby go to bed in a happy frame of 
mind. They should also do whatever is 
possible to reduce household noises after 
the baby is in bed. 

It is easy to forget this and loud play- 
ing of television and radio sets or loud 
conversations can do much to make a 
child restless. Most adults are annoyed 
by such sounds, so why believe that a 
baby would be an exception? 

Another thing which gives some par- 
ents concern is bed wetting in children 
over five years of age. Technically 
called enuresis, bed wetting in. children 
over five is almost always a sign that 
for some reason the child is feeling un- 
happy and disturbed. Boys show this 
symptom more often than girls, but the 
latter are by no means immune. 

As in the case of head banging, the 
causes of enuresis are many and varied. 
One child, who has been dry for months, 
may return to wetting his bed after a 
new baby arrives. It is almost as if the 
older child returned to baby ways in the 
hope of bringing to himself the exclusive 
attention and care to which he had been 
previously accustomed. 

Parents who understand a child’s nat- 
ural jealousy and act to reassure him by 
word and manner that he occupies an 
important place in the family, can do 
much toward getting him to forget his 


worries and not be emotionally upset. 


A child who wets his bed doesn’t 


know that he is doing it until after he 
wakes up. Making the child wash his 
sheets, withholding liquids after 5 p.m. 
and the like are of little value. What the 
child needs is release from tension at 
home and possibly at school. As with all 


kinds of nervous behavior, it is the child | 


who needs treating, not the bladder. 
Another annoying problem is the 
child who bites his nails. School-age 
children are more likely to do this than 
younger children who may engage in 
extended thumb sucking. Biting the 
nails is a symptom which may appear at 


any age, including adulthood. Usually it | 


is a sign that the nail-biter is under too 
much pressure. 

Correction lies, not in scolding or 
nagging the child, but in trying to find 
out where the pressures on him are too 
great and let up on them. Talk with his 
teacher to see whether things are going 
well with him at school and be sure to 
see that he gets plenty of sleep. 

Some children develop what is known 


‘ 


as a “tic.” 


They may repeatedly blink 
their eyes, jerk their heads from side to 
side or twitch a hand or a shoulder. Tic, 








however, should not be confused with 


the disease called chorea, 


whose symptoms are somewhat similar. 


nervous 


In any case, it is best to have a medical 
check-up as the first step. 

If a physical cause is ruled out by the 
doctor, then the tic must be considered 


as a sign of emotional stress needing at- | 
tention. Tics are usually accompanied | 


by other symptoms, such as restlessness, 
unhappiness, etc. 
the child’s attention to his condition is 
the worst possible approach. 

All children present problems at times 
and when such problems persist or are 
extreme, it is well to consult your pedia- 
trician or child guidance experts who 
are trained to help in situations such as 
these. 
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Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


Pra 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Good commonsensible 
rule to follow when feed- 
ing baby: don’t insist 
upon his cleaning up spe- 
cific amounts. If baby 
won’t take every last scrap 
—don’t urge. Pause for a 

Mrs. Dan Gerber minute. After a slight rest, 
chances are he’ll lick the platter clean if 
he’s still hungry. If not, forcing will just 
make him balky. 





Helpful hints for happier mealtimes. 
Gerber’s “Foods for Baby and Mealtime 
Psychology.” For your free copy just write 
me, Mrs. Dan Gerber, Dept. TA3-4, Fre- 
mont, Mich. In Canada, c/o Gerber-Ogilvie 
Baby Foods Ltd., Niagara Falls, Ontario. 





Golden treasure in more ways than one. 
Gerber’s Strained Egg Yolks are not only 
appealing to the eye but have a fresh-egg 
flavor and creamy, custard-like texture 
babies take to eagerly. They’re ever so rich 
in blood-building iron and a good source of 
protein and Vitamin A. Sterilized and lab- 
oratory tested for purity too! Gerber’s Egg 
Yolks can be served “as is” or mixqd with 
other foods. ’ 


Foot-warming note for nippy March days: 
A pair of daddy’s woolen socks, slipped over 
Junior’s shoes, will keep toes and ankles 
cosy when baby’s in his stroller. 





Vitamin C is a must for baby every day, 
to insure healthy tissues and gums. (By the 
bye, this is one Vitamin that cannot be 
stored in the body.) Gerber’s Strained 
Orange Juice, processed just for babies, is 
ideal. Prepared from tree-ripened oranges, 
selected for high Vitamin C content and 
mild, fresh-fruit flavor, especially pleasing 
to delicate taste buds. Finely strained to 
go through nursing bottle nipples and 
pasteurized, of course, for baby’s protection. 


Gerber’s Orange Juice, like Gerber’s Cer- 
eals, Strained & Junior Foods is accepted 
by the Council on Foods and Nutrition of 
the American Medical Association. 
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ew miracles are coming about because of the chemist who, working in his research laboratory, has concocted new drugs. 


Our Disappearing Diseases 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


\ LAW of nature that every one 
is certain to die. But the span 
these inevitable events is not 

It is not an allotted time to be 
suffering and under physical 

aps. 

is not required by any divine 


iat he come to the end of his life 


other than by the pure exhaustion of 
the energies with which he was endowed 
at birth or by a natural decay of his 
body. The advent of disease that kills 
and physical ailments that cause anguish 
are preventable accidents that prema- 
turely shorten life no matter at what age 
they occur. 

People have been dying from disease 


for such a long time that they believe 
such deaths are inevitable and are from 
“natural causes” as contrasted to deaths 
from violence. Doctors are not com- 
mitted to such a belief. They are dedi- 
cated to the theory that every death 
from a disease is an unnecessary death 
and, what is more important, they are 
proving their theory. 
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Not a day goes by but what we can 
bear witness to how a doctor has cheated 
death out of a victim—, a man with a 
ruptured appendix, doomed to die, is 
saved with a timely operation; a child 
with seemingly fatal diphtheria is cured; 
a woman with a deadly cancer is re- 
stored to health; a woman in labor who 
cannot deliver her child must die with 
the baby except that the doctor takes a 
hand. 

Whenever a doctor cannot keep a pa- 
tient from dying he has a feeling that he 
has failed. Never does he admit that 
the death was inevitable, or console him- 
self by saying that the patient must die 
sometime why not now, or that the pa- 
tient has lived a long and useful life and 
it is now time for him to go. 

A very dramatic illustration of the 
magic of doctors is their ability to make 
diseases disappear before your eyes. 
There are diseases which we know of 
only because we read of them in books. 
There are others that we have known of 
but no longer see. And, what is most 
important, there are still others that we 
are seeing vanish. 

Those who have read the history of 
Europe in the 14th century will recall 
the Great Plague which devastated Eng- 
land, France, Italy, Egypt, and the Near 
East. This epidemic killed between one 
fourth and one half of the entire popu- 
lation. It will be recalled that in the 
delightful De 
Cameron a recount is given of the vain 
attempt of people to flee from the dis- 

ease which spread over Europe like a 
forest fire. 

This epidemic was finally brought 
under control by the first concerted 
scientific effort of doctors. Learned 
physicians from the affected countries 
came together and studied the disease. 
They found that it was caused by a 
specific germ, that it was spread by the 
rat, that every new case of the disease 
came from an old one. From these facts 
a method of control was established that 
is in effect even today. 


stories of Bocaccio’s 


The result is that in countries that 
had been decimated by plagues, the dis- 
ease is rarely ever heard of. It has dis- 
appeared not because the germ has been 
eradicated nor because there is an effec- 
tive cure, but solely because of the strict 
controls that have been instituted. 

It is.one of the reasons why everyone 
on board a ship is thoroughly examined 
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KK Yes, you can beautify 

your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 








Was [attowd. 


when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno 


Says business girl 


a 








**Was I flattered when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno... The camera 
close-up for publicity shots came. 
out perfect! A professional model 
told me about Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a make-up 
base to keep complexion looking 
fresh and camera perfect at all 
eames. La Verne Johnson 
Homestead, Pa. 
Remove make-up with Black and White 


Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 














PECOLORS HAIR 


in 17 MINUTES:-, 


Now change streaked, gray,gray- 
g or drab hair to a newlustrous 
ithful-looking color, try Tintz 
me Shampoo-Tint today. It’s 
w hair coloring that re-colors 
hairat home as it shampoos. Takes 
7minutes. No waiting for re- y 

ults. It’s easy to use—no messy 
mixing. Won’t 
a wash orrub out. 
Your choice of 13 
natural appearing 
CREME SHAMPOO colors... GET TINTZ AT 
HAIR COLORING YOUR DRUGGISTS NOW. 


















It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
NOT 
GOOD FOOD 


Here’s the secret millions of folks 
have discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the 
modern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, 
here is why FEEN-A-MINT is so wonder- 
fully different. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 

You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work 
n the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 

r energy 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT Works 

hiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
ions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT.. 
and feel full of life and energy! Ge‘ 
FEEN-A-MINT! 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


if Feenamint 





COLOR COMB BRUSH 


in personal plastic case for both 


Pi RE and — 


— 

Just comb and brush 
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GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. Y B-3 
337 Kings Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 


SOOTHES- PROTECTS-RELIEVES 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 
CHAFED SKIN 


World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 
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If you have trouble with plates that 
slip, rock and cause sore gums— try 
Brimms Plasti-Liner. One applica- 
tion = plates fit snugly Named | 
ste, use Beimms \ 
ed tien ens permanently to 
your plate. It relines and refits loose plates in a 
way no powder or paste can do. Even on old rub- 
ber plates you get Seis results six months to a 
year or longer. YOU T ANYTHING ! Simply lay 
soft strip of Plasti-Liner on troublesome upper or 
lower. Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy to use, ome 
less, odorless, harmless to you and your plates. 
movable as directed. Plate cleaner included, Money 
if not comp d. If not available at 
your drug store, send $1.25 for reliner for 1 plate. 


PLASTI-LINER INC., Buffalo 11, New York—Dept. 54-V3 


BRIMMS: PLASTI-LINER 
THE PERMANENT DENTURE RELINER 

















Greatest 
Romance 
In Show 
Business ee * 
(Continued from Page 31) 


made $60 a week. That was a fortune to 
us. We sat on the bed all night long, count. 
ing our money. Then we decided to go big 
time and see big time places. We went to 
a night club and spent all our money, 
Someone told us the Stringbeans show was 
in town. Stringbeans was the big name 
comedian of the day. We went on the road 
with his show. We got along swell. Then 
Stringbeans met with an accident and was 
killed. The promoters wanted to get an- 
other Stringbeans. Charlie Turpin, a thea- 
tre owner, who used to be president of the 
Theatre Owners Booking Association, said 
to us, “I’m going to make you a big attrac- 
tion. I’m going to call you Butterbeans and 
Susie.” 

That marked the beginning of the now- 
famous comedy duo. Now that Butter had 
lost his first shyness about marriage, he 
and Sue began to realize how wonderful it 
could be to be partners in private, as well 
as public life. At first, they were appalled 
by the idea of doing anything more than 
what they had been doing—dancing in 
chorus lines. But then, they had been lis- 
tening to the observations and advice of 
many of the veteran showfolk about them. 

“An act that talks—and makes people 
laugh—makes more money,” these wise old 
heads were saying. 

So Butter and Sue agreed to become an 
act that talked. Perhaps, because they 
were so very happy and harmonious in their 
relationship with each other, so secure in 
their faith—perhaps this was the very rea- 
son they decided to poke tender fun at true 
love and marriage, to create on stage an 
illusion of satire which the audience knew 
was only in fun—but what great fun. 

Butter and his wife wrote songs together 

songs that talked about people in love 
breaking up, people married “fooling 
around.” They could do that sort of thing 
and make it funny because something 
strong inside them and between them made 
them realize that such things would never 
really happen to them. Perhaps uncon- 
sciously, they did it to make people realize 
how foolish it was for people to quarrel and 
fight. Like the greatest of comedy, their 
fun was truth. Their fame began to spread. 

Sarah Martin, a recording artist who had 

made a hit tune, “Sugar Blues,” for the 
Okeh label, wrote the record company 
about this tremendously funny team and 
the hilarious songs they were doing which 
had audiences rolling in the aisles. Okeh 
sent out a scout to check on Butter and 
Sue. The next thing they knew they were 
being whizzed to New York to record. 
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Recording was the turning point in their 
career. Recording meant the difference be- 
tween the small time and the big time; the 
difference between ordinary pay and fab- 
ulous salaries. Out came the original songs, 
songs Butter had written with Sue; some 
he had written by himself; others he had 
authored with collaborators. The records 
marched across the country’s conscious- 
ness, creating a parade of hits. There were 
such tunes as “My Man Shimmyin’”— 
“Married Man’s A Fool,” “Get Yourself A 
Monkey Man,” “Lonesome Journey Blues” 
and dozens more. 


tem HIT PARADE caused a wave of 
demand for personal appearances. But- 
ter and Sue went into Jimmy Cooper’s 
Black and White Show. They worked the 
Columbia Burlesque circuit, doing so well 
that they were enjoying employment forty 
weeks out of the year. 

They were making money. They were 
making friends too. 

In New York, they had met Ethel Waters. 

That had been the beginning of a classic 
friendship. 

Butter and Sue were like two innocents 
in Manhattan’s maze. 

They had always adored Ethel Waters. 
They heard that she was at a club in New 
York. They went to see her, introduced 
themselves, sat and talked with her—all 
three of them drinking ice-cream sodas. 
When Ethel played the Lincoln Theatre, 
they visited her backstage. They sent out 
for sodas and cold cuts and had a party. 

“She fell in love with us. We were al- 
ready in love with her,” Butter and Sue 
declare. “We vowed to be great friends 
always. We have been.” 

Miss Waters gave a solid proof of her 
friendship. She learned, with real shock, 
that Butter and Sue hadn’t copyrighted 
their songs—the ones they were going to 
record. Warning them about the thievery 
in the music business, Ethel took copies of 
the songs, had them copyrighted for her 
friends. Undoubtedly, she thus saved the 
unknowing husband and wife a fortune and 
heartbreak. 

In Chicago, they made another powerful 
friend in Bill Robinson. Bojangles was 
living in a building at 39th and State 
Streets. It wasn’t the kind of building you 
lived in unless you had a deal of money. 
But the people who owned the building 
took a liking to Butter and Sue. So did 
Bojangles. Bo, famous for giving away 
suits he had worn once, made a habit of 
bestowing suits on. Butter. Several years 
after the first meeting—and the first suit 
Bo gave him—Butter had scored with his 
records, was earning substantial salaries. 
He ran into Bo. 

“You haven’t given me a suit in a long 
time, Bill,” he complained. 

“You makin’ more money ’n me,” Bo 
told him. “Buy your own suits.” 

Actually, then, Butter could afford to buy 
his own suits. He could also afford to buy 
a home. He and Sue bought one in Chi- 


cago. The record company tried to per- 
suade the couple to locate in New York. 
They liked New York—its lights, its 
glamor. But in Chicago, many people had 
been kind to them. In Chicago, they had 
the warm, intimate feeling. They bought 
a comfortable ten-room home on Calumet 
and their love had a more solid foundation, 
a base, a place to call home. 

That home is the first place they head for 
when they can take a break from their busy 
schedule of travelling the circuits around 
the country. It is a home which holds glow- 
ing memories, which reflects their long- 
term and continuing happiness. It has 
known sadness too. 

They are sad, remembering that both of 
their mothers died in that home. But they 
can also recall how beautiful it was that 
both of their mothers had lived there to- 
gether—for sixteen years—without a cross 
word ever spoken. Sue’s sister, Madie 
Smith; her niece, Helen Coleman; Butter’s 
brother, Ollie Edwards, all found pleasant 
shelter in the home. 

Butter and Sue never forgot their hum- 
ble beginnings. When they came across 
an entertainer down on his luck, they took 
him into the home, fed and cared for him, 
set him straight to go back into the arena. 
At this writing, they have taken in a very 
wonderful old-time comedian, Sandy Burns, 
whose health had failed him. Sandy’s been 
with them for some time, building strength, 
building confidence. Now, he’s ready to go 
back to work. 

Children came into the home, too. Not 
children born to Butter and Sue. In spite 
of their great love for children, they’ve 
never been blessed with their own. They 
haven’t wasted time grieving about it. In- 
stead, they’ve “helped raise the children 
of a lot of other folks.” And they adopted 
a daughter. Marguerite, her name was. 
She’s now 25 years old, living in Detroit, 
happily married to promoter Sherman Dud- 
ley, of Silas Green Productions and Butter 
and Sue are doing it all over again, for 
they’re raising Marguerite’s daughter, 
Viamatease, who is five years old. 

Holidays in the Edwards home are big 
days—like they used to be in times gone 
by, before everything became so commer- 
cial. Thanksgiving and Christmas, Butter 
and Sue try to be at home. They entertain 
at dinners, informal parties. They spread 
good will, help unfortunate persons and 
interpret over and over to themselves and 
to others the true meaning which such holi- 
days ought to have. 

Proud as they are of the great happiness 
their union has brought them and the good 
they have been able to do for others, (“We 
love being good to people; that’s our life.”) 
the couple’s formula for success in mar- 
riage—their analysis of how they have been 
able to achieve it—is simple and effective. 

“Tt’s all understanding,” they point out. 
“Some people in show business who have 
bad marriages, blame it on show business. 
Show business isn’t to blame. They, them- 
selves, are to blame.” 

One of the troubles with young marrieds 


today, Sue feels, is an over-emphasis on 
glamor and a lack of feeling for the basic 
needs of each other. 

“A lot of the kids today feel themselves 
too glamorous to do this or do that,” she 
says. “Some young wives never ask their 
husbands what they want for meals. Either 
they just throw it together or let him get 
what he wants. A man’s stomach and his 
heart are first cousins. My slogan always 
has been—fix the food right and serve it 
right. If you do this, your man knows you’ 
think something of him. He has to think 
something of you in return.” 

Sue is an expert cook. Her mother was 
a cateress. But she knows that having an 
expert cook for a wife isn’t as important 
to a man as having a wife who shows she 
wants to “do for a man.” 

Even, when on the road, on one-nighters, 
Sue always finds a place to stay where she 
can cook. 

“We make a home wherever we go,” she 
says. 

It amuses her to recall what Larry Steele, 
the Smart Affairs producer (an idol of the 
couple) once said. Butter and Sue were 
in Detroit with Larry’s show. Someone 
asked Steele where the couple was staying. 

“You'll never have to worry about where 
they’re stopping,” Steele replied. “They’ve 
got people waiting for them all over the 
country. People get out of their beds to 
give them a place.” 

“Tt’s true,” Sue says proudly. “When I 
walk in the door, they say: ‘Sue, what you 
gonna cook today?’” She adds soberly, 
“One thing, I’m glad to say there’s no place 
we ever lived where we couldn’t go back 
and live again.” 

They’re not landlords, these people who 
welcome Butter and Sue into their homes. 
They are friends. There’s Edwina Swope, 
of Washington, a friend of twenty-year 
standing; the Gus Postels of Cincinnati and 
Blanche Cooke of St. Louis. (“She’s been 
like a mother to us.”’) 

Of course, no matter how friendly their 
hosts, nor how convenient they make con- 
ditions for Butter and Sue, coming home 
to the house on Calumet is the greatest 
thrill of all. 

Their home life is full of simple delights. 
The main hobby—perhaps obvious, by now 
—is Sue’s cooking and Butter’s enjoyment 
of it. They go to large grocery stores, buy 
tremendous quantities of food. Saturday 
morning, Sue asks Butter what he wants 
for Sunday dinner. He loves waffles, sau- 
sages, crab cakes, crab salads. 

Next on the preference list is a quiet eve- 
ning at home, teevee—viewing and drink- 
ing beer, the only alcoholic beverage they 
find attractive. Sometimes, in the middle 
of the night, they’ll wake up, go downstairs 
and cook or have some of their favorite 
brew, sit in the living room and talk over 
“you remember when” times. 

Another passion is tidying their home. 
They work together. 

“Sometimes,” they report, “we start at 
the top of the house and come on down 
cleaning.” They even have fun doing this. 
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Butter, Sue charges, is a very lazy man. 
They laugh and work as Butter constantly 
threatens: 

“I’m strikin’-—I ain’t workin’ no more.” 

But he never stops until they’re both fin- 
ished. 

Quarrels? Who doesn’t have quarrels? 
But their quarrels are of a very special 
kind. Let Sue tell it: 

“The biggest arguments we have are 
while we are rehearsing,” she says. “But- 
ter learns scripts overnight. He calls me 
dumb, says I have no sense because it takes 
me a while to catch on. Then I get mad 
and learn my part. It’s never really a 
quarrel. Sort of a little formula we use 
and both understand. We’ve never, in our 
lives, got mad and refused to speak to each 
other.” 

Early in their marriage, Butter and Sue 
were insanely jealous of each other, how- 
ever. If Butter left the house for a short 
time, Sue would cry. She got into the habit 
of getting under the mattress to express her 
resentment. If she stepped out in the 
street, Butter would go running around 
frantically, looking for her. Sue’s mother 
cured them of this jealousy. 

“She told us we must believe in each 
other,” Sue says. “She said we were idol- 
izing each other and that we should idolize 
only God. She said God was a jealous God 
and that if we kept it up, he would take 
one of us. The thought of that stopped 
us from being so crazy.” 


TT HERE’S BEEN lots of fun over the 

years. Once, in West Virginia, Butter 
and Sue played a mining town with a line- 
up of young chorus girls. The miners came 
out in droves—and very much in their cups. 
\ group of the more inebriated decided 
they wanted to have a little romance with 
some of the girls. Butter proved a diplo- 
mat of excellence in this tough situation. 

rhe girls, he explained, were tired, this 
being their first day in town. The miners 
gathered from this that the show, a one- 
nighter, would remain several days. Butter 
invited them to come back the next eve- 
ning, promising them they could entertain 
the girls then. 

Seeing his trick was working, Butter got 
even bolder. He suggested to one of the 
miners that he indicate his favorite girl. 
rhe miner pointed to Sue. 

“We sure got out of that town fast,” But- 
ter chuckles. “The next day when our 
train was pulling out, the miners were run- 
ning after it, shaking their fists. We never 
played that town again.” 

(mong their best memories, Butter and 
Sue cherish the thoughts of the many peo- 
ple who helped them up the ladder, not 
only by aiding their careers, but by being 
examples to them. The Apollo Theatre 
(New York) managing director, Frank 
Schiffman, got them their first job in the 
Cotton Club by arranging for the club’s 
owner, Herman Stark, to catch their act. 

[hey stayed in the club a year with 
Claude Hopkins, Lena Horne, who was 
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then a soubrette. They met and came to 
love Duke Ellington who is, in their book 
“the greatest musician and finest gentle- 
man.” They call Louis Armstrong, Billy 
Daniels, Pearl Bailey, Ruth Brown and 
Billy Eckstine their ideals. 

“We’ve found most people nice,” the 
couple declares. “Leigh Whipper showed 
us lots of tricks of timing, stage presenta- 
tion. He was our representative in the 
signing of our first big contract. A great 
producer, Bob Russell, helped us so much 
by taking us in his show and teaching us 
plenty.” 

Butter and Sue take pride in the belief 
that they haven’t got an enemy in show 
business. They are humble before the 
great respect given them by members of 
their profession. 

“There’s one thing that was said about 
us that we'll never forget,” Sue says. 
“We’ve heard many tributes from some of 
the biggest people. This one came from a 
youngster, Donald Fontaine, head of the 
Fontaine Trio of dancers. He’s not a big 
name in show business yet, but he’s going 
to be. He didn’t even say this to us, but 
someone told us about it. 

“Donald said that people his own age 
these days, think they can become stars 
overnight. They think they have learned it 
all after a few hard years of work. But he 
told this bunch he was talking to in a 
dressing room: ‘Look at Butter and Sue 
and you'll find what stars mean. They can 
follow someone who has worked his head 
off getting a hand. With an expression, a 
simple gesture, they can capture an au- 
dience. It makes you know that you don’t 
learn to be a star in a year, five or ten 
years. Butter and Sue are stars—the kind 
of star I want to be.’” 

“TIsn’t that a wonderful tribute?” Sue 


beams. “I'll never forget it as long as I 
live.” 

There was another tribute she’ll never 
forget. 


At the Sugar Hill Night Club in New 
York, several years ago, the entire club 
was converted into a huge, star-studded 
wedding anniversary party in honor of But- 
ter and Sue. Wires came from Louis Arm- 
strong, Josephine Baker, Cab Calloway 
and many others. Scores of top-drawer 
stars were on hand. The wire Butter and 
Sue recall most vividly—and which some- 
how sums up the story of one of the great- 
est romances in show business, their own 
—read as follows: 

“T take great pride in paying tribute to 
a trailblazer, a symbol of the entire pro- 
fession matrimonially, a couple which has 
brought joy and laughter to millions, with- 
stood all temptations to maintain the beau- 
tiful and sacred vows they made to each 
other thirty-five years ago when they were 
children. I challenge anyone who questions 
that statement. Good luck, my darlings, 
from your only offspring.” 

The telegram was signed—Ethel Waters. 

THE END 


I Wanted 
Marriage 
Without 
Sex ~~ 8 
(Continued from Page 18) 


happening to our marriage before it was 
too late. But how? God knows I had tried 
to be the kind of wife Steven seemed to 
want me to be, but I failed. 

As Bertha had told me many, many times 
since I married Steven, he was an excep- 
tional husband in every way, and most of 
all in his patience with my coldness in 
our sex relations. 

“Faye,” Bertha had said when we talked 
over my problem, “you seem to think 
Steve is over-sexed, or something. Well, 
maybe he is, for all I know. But you know 
something? Plenty of women would give 
their eye teeth if their husbands were like 
that toward them after eight years of mar- 
riage. Because honey, once the newness 
wears off of marriage, a lot of men step 
out on their wives, even when said wives 
are quite willing to do anything to keep 
them in their own pastures. 

“But I'd bet my bottom buck Steve 
hasn’t even looked at another woman since 
you two got hitched. And to deserve that 
kind of faithfulness, honey, you’ve got to 
get with it—and no kidding.” 

“T try, Bertha,” I had replied. “I really 
do. But it’s no use. I can’t even manage to 
pretend that I like it. Every night I dread 
going to bed—” 

“Get her,” my friend had said, rolling 
her eyes extravagantly. “She dreads, and 
me, I hope! I mean, not that Harry’s lost 
interest, or anything. But he works so hard 
that all too often he falls asleep the minute 
his head hits the pillow. Ah, me.” 

“Well. Steven works hard, too,” I sighed, 
“but he doesn’t fall out for dead the min- 
ute he gets in bed. I wish he did. Usually 
though, he pretends he does. But I can tell 
when he’s awake. And even then, when | 
know he’s determined not to bother me, 
I lie there stiff as a board, not daring to 
move a muscle for fear he might take it 
as a sign that I—I—” 

“You needn’t be so coy with me,” Bertha 
laughed. “I’m a girl, too, you know. Say. 
kid— How’s about swapping hubbies? 
Night times, anyway. That ought to work 
out fine, no?” 

I gazed at her, shocked, not knowing 
whether she was serious or not, until she 
burst out laughing. “Faye, honey,” she told 
me fondly, “you are simply priceless! Don’t 
you know I was only kidding? Harry’s my 
man, my one and only until death do us 
part and may that be a zillion years from 
now, which is a zillion years too soon. It’s 
too bad you don’t feel like that about your 
boy.” 

“But I do!” I declared. 

“Maybe so,” Bertha said in a dry-as-dust 
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tone, “but I betcha Steven doesn’t think 
you do.” Her glance brightened and she 
added, “Hey kid! Got an idea. Know what 
you ought to do just before retiring? Sneak 
yourself a king-sized dose of bourbon. That 
would either overcome your inhibitions, or 
you. Either way, some *body’d be pleased, 
maybe even two somebodies. How about 
that for a bright idea, honey?’ 

“You know I don’t drink, Bertha,” 
minded her. 

Bertha gave me a slanting look com- 
pounded of pity and something like sad- 
ness. “Yeah, I know,” she admitted. “You 
don’t do quite a few things that wouldn’t 
hurt you any, Faye. But, you could learn 
—if doing so helped you make your mar- 
riage a success. And one rule of marriage 
is, you can’t receive unless you give. You 


I re- 


know?” 


I NODDED affirmatively, resolving that 
no matter how I felt about it, I was go- 
ing to follow that rule. But—I didn’t. When 
I tried. that awful wall, that intangible bar- 
rier, always arose and blocked me. Worst 
of all, instead of getting lower, it seemed 
to grow higher with the years of my mar- 
riage until now, finally it towered so high 
that unless a miracle happened, it would 
separate Steven and me—permanently. 

That thought jerked me back to realities, 
one of which was that I had to prepare 
lunch. I went back to the sink and finished 
making the potato salad I'd been prepar- 
ing before my husband had precipitated 
that disturbing scene of a few minutes ago 
by his sudden and unwelcome attempt at 
loveemaking—at high noon! 

In a few minutes I had the noon meal 
ready, and as I set the table in the break- 
fast nook just off the kitchen, I did not 
feel my usual pleasure and satisfaction in 
that bright, gaily decorated little room, 
with its oval chrome dinette and matching 
chairs. Nor did I get my usual lift when 
I surveyed the kitchen itself, with its built- 
in cabinets, and snow appliances which 
included a large combination refrigerator- 
freezer, electric range, automatic washing 
machine, and the garbage disposal unit 
beneath the sink. 

Yet each was now a reminder of how 
hard Steven had worked to get them for 
me, silent and accusing reminders that I 
had never expressed a desire for anything 
which my husband had not managed to 
get me. Of course, most of the things were 
for the house—our house. We’d been 
among the first in our circle to have a tele- 
Vision set, and not only a de luxe model, 
but with a specially made blondewood 
cabinet to match our living room furniture. 
And in our double garage there was a 
gleaming, sky-blue coupe—a birthday gift 
tome from my husband. 

Thinking about such things, I felt guilty. 
Steven had done everything possible to give 
me what / wanted, whereas I had failed 
him in the one thing within my power to 
give him, 

Yet, was it really my fault, I wondered? 
According to our doctor, there was nothing 








wrong with me physically. In fact, Dr. 
Huntley had complimented me on being 
what he called a perfect specimen of 
healthy young womanhood. That being the 
case, I knew my trouble with sex had some 
but what it was and how to 
I found in- 


other cause, 


overcome it were mysteries 
soluble. 
I had heard about women who were 


They were supposed to lack de- 
I didn’t know whether that 
but finally I decided 
And since 
opposite, I 


“frigid.” 
sire completely. 
is what I was or not, 
that I must be one of that type. 
my husband was exactly the 
was in a trap from which there seemed no 
escape except by destroying our marriage. 
Steven hadn’t been like that when we 
dated together. At least he hadn’t let me 
know that side of him. He had been gentle 
and sweet and not rough and demanding, as 
he became after we married—starting with 
our wedding night. I shuddered. remem- 
bering it. Despite my mother’s veiled hints 
as to what I might expect, I had thought 
our physical fulfillment was going to be a 
natural extension of the love which had 
drawn Steven and me together so strongly. 
Mother had never told me anything of 
a concrete nature about sex, even though 
her constant warnings about 
the time I was about eight, ought to have 
given me a more realistic idea of what was 
to come. From the way she “talked around” 
it, all I was sure of, was that there was 
something wrong and evil about sex, yet 
I never had a clear idea of what she meant. 
I gathered from her talk that women 
were not supposed to enjoy sex, but that 
submit” to 


boys, from 


“ 


when they married they must 


their husbands. Only loose women, she 
said, enjoyed sex. And when I asked her 
what sex actually was, she said it was 


something nice women didn’t talk about. 
I got the answer when I asked her 
if Father made her “submit.” 

“But Daddy is so kind and 
said, “I just can’t imagine him doing any- 
thing you didn’t want him to do.” 

Mother gazed at me with a look of mar- 
tyrdom and said quietly: “I suppose your 
father is what the world calls a good man, 
Faye, but—he’s still a man. And men,” 
she added, her face tightening with a look 
of loathing, “men are—beasts. It’s their na- 
ture, I guess. I don’t mean that your father 
is knowingly cruel, or anything like that. 
But in certain ways he is exactly like the 
rest of his sex.” 

“In certain ways...” What were they, 
I wondered. Perhaps had I paid more at- 
tention to the frequent whisperings that 
went on among my girl schoolmates, I 
would have had a pretty good idea. But I 
always got out of the crowd when that kind 
of talk started, because it sounded too 
dirty to listen to, although many of my 
little friends seemed to find it of absorb- 
ing interest. 

One result of such mis-information that 
I did pick up in this way was a terrible 
scare I had when I was eleven. The occa- 
sion was a birthday party for Janet Stone, 
a classmate. I was allowed to attend it be- 
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cause our mothers were friends. But being 
shy, I hung back and took little part in the 
games which were played during the eve- 
ning. I enjoyed myself though, just being 
there among all the kids, in a “party 
dress,” and joined the screams of laughter 
at the girls and boys who were summoned 
into the hall for “mail” when we played 

Post Office”. 

That is, I did until I was called for by 
Ronny, a boy a couple of years older than 
I, who lived in my neighborhood. I didn’t 
know him well and he had never paid me 
any attention before. And I sure wouldn’t 
have gone out into the hall if the rest of 
the kids had not ganged up to push me 
into it to get my “mail”. 

The minute I stepped into the dark hall, 
Ronny grabbed me and although I strug- 
gled fiercely, he wrestled me into a corner 
and hugged me so tight I could hardly 
breathe. That was frightening enough, but 
when he rammed his slobbery mouth 
against mine so hard it hurt, I got into 
such a panic that I screamed and started 
kicking and scratching so wildly that he 
hollered and let me go. 

Then I ran out the front door and raced 
home. But just before I reached our house 
[ stopped long enough to wipe away my 
tears and smooth my dress and my hair, 
because I didn’t want Mother to know what 
had happened, since it was one of the very 
things she had warned me about so many 
times. 

When I entered our house, Daddy looked 
up from his paper in surprise and said, 
“You’re home early, Faye. Didn’t you en- 
joy the party?” 

“Oh, not much,” I replied. “Too many 
silly boys, I guess.” 

Mother had just come into the room 
from the kitchen and she glanced sharply 
at me and I hurriedly added, “and besides, 
I had a headache.” 

Father chuckled. “So being around boys 
gives you a headache, eh?” he teased. 
“When J was a boy—” 

Mother cut her eyes at my father as 
though he had said something wrong, and 
interrupted with, “Come to the bathroom, 
Faye. I'll give you an aspirin. Maybe 
you're catching cold or something. Come 
along, now.” 

Father’s smile faded and he didn’t say 
any more. But as I trailed Mother to the 
bathroom, I heard him sigh. The minute 
we were in the bathroom, Mother looked at 
me closely, her eyes travelling slowly up 
and down from my shoes to my hair. “Did 
any of those boys try to get fresh?” she 
asked, looking into my eyes. 

“Oh, no!” I lied, afraid to tell her what 
had happened for fear she would blame 
me. “They started playing a lot of silly 
old games like ‘Post Office’ and, well—I 
just thought I'd better come home. And 
I really do have a headache, Mother.” 
That, at least, was true, for my head had 
started hurting. 

“Well, thank goodness you had sense 
enough to leave when you did,” my mother 
said with grumbling approval as she shook 
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an aspirin tablet from the bottle and 
handed it to me. “I wouldn’t have thought 
Mayme Stone would let you children play 
any kissing games. I must say I’m sur- 
prised that she did. Very surprised.” 

Mother was referring to Janet’s mother. 
“Maybe she didn’t know about it,” I said. 
“T think she and the other grown folks 
were in the kitchen, making refreshments.” 
Then I asked, “Didn’t you ever play ‘Post 
Office’ when you were a girl, Mother?” 

“T should say not,” my mother snorted, 
pursing her lips. “My mother was a 
decent woman and taught me right, like I 
try to teach you. And she taught me not 
to let any boys get to kissing me and paw- 
ing over me, like some of the girls did. 
The shameless kind that ended up in dis- 
grace before they were out of pigtails! 
The little hussies!” 

At her words, a cold shiver of fear ran 
through me so strongly that I almost 
dropped the glass of water I had just 
drawn to wash down the aspirin. But 
thank goodness, mother, turning to leave, 
didn’t notice. “I expect you’d better get 
right to bed,” she suggested. “A good 
night’s sleep and you'll feel better by 
morning.” 

But I didn’t feel better the next morning. 
I didn’t even go to sleep for a long, long 
time that night, but rolled and tossed while 
frightening thoughts tumbled through my 
mind. Was I going to have a baby? Did 
a girl have a baby when a boy kissed her, 
like some of the girls said? Had Ronny 
done that to me? 


| THIS DAY and age it may sound far 

fetched for a girl eleven to have been 
that innocent, but I was. Because of the 
way I’d been raised, I’d never had a chance 
to learn anything about such matters, and 
my head was full of all sorts of wild no- 
tions. I’d never even talked to a girl of 
my own age about anything I had been 
taught was “dirty.” 

But so great was my fear of what might 
happen to me as the result of Ronny’s kiss, 
that I worked up courage enough to ask 
Bertha, an older girl, about it at school the 
day after the party at Janet’s. That was 
the start of our close friendship, for Bertha 
sensed how distressed I was, and didn’t 
make fun of my ignorance, as I had been 
terribly afraid she might. Instead, she put 
her arm around me and said, “You poor 
kid,” and led me off to where we could be 
alone, and then quietly explained a num- 
ber of things to me. When she had finished, 
I was really relieved to know that my fears 
about Ronny’s kiss had been groundless. 

I met Steven Calloway just after I was 
graduated from high school. I was almost 
eighteen and Steven was twenty-three. He 
worked at Harry Henderson’s filling sta- 
tion, in our neighborhood, where, since 
Father’s death two years previously, the job 
of driving our car and having it serviced 
had fallen to me because Mother never 
learned to operate it. 

Steven had been at Harry’s about a 
month when we became acquainted. He 


had waited on me twice before the day | 
had trouble with the car, and each time 
I had been impressed by his courteoys 
manner and the quick, cheerful way he 
had of taking care of customers. 

Bertha, whe had finished high school q 
couple of years before I did, also workej 
at the filling station, as bookkeeper, and 
it was she who introduced us. I had driven 
in for gasoline, and when I was ready ty 
go, my car wouldn’t start. Mr. Hendersop, 
who had waited on me, tinkered with the 
motor for a few minutes, then shook his 
head and said, “Darned if I can see what's 
the matter with the thing, Faye. It looks 
like a job for a real expert.” 


“Do you mean I'll have to get it fixe § 


at a garage?” I exclaimed. “Goodness, | 
hope not.” 

“Nothing like that,” he assured me. “I’ve 
got an expert right here.” He indicated 
Steven, who was serving another customer 
at the next pump. “He'll have you fixed 
up in no time. Why don’t you go in the 


office and chat with Bertha while you 


wait?” 

“Okay, I will,” I said, climbing out of 
my car. “And thanks a lot, Mr. Hender. 
son.” 

“Save your thanks for Steve,” he laughed 
“T only own the joint.” 

In the office I stood at the window while 
Bertha and I talked, watching as Mr. Hen 
derson and Steven pushed my car back to 
the building which housed the grease rack 
and a large room used for car storage. 

“Whatcha watching, Faye?” Bertha 
asked, grinning. “The car? Or the man?” 

“Which man?” I countered. “The young, 
good looking one?” 

“Hold the ’phone!” Bertha exclaimed. 
“Are you by any chance implying that my 
Harry isn’t both young and good looking?” 

“Oho!” I exclaimed. “When did he get 
to be your Harry, might one ask?” 

Bertha, a fair girl, blushed rosily. “Now 
don’t go jumping to any far-fetched cor 
clusions,” she said, bouncing up from her 
desk and coming where I was. “Because, 
if you did, honey, you would be entirely 
correct!” 

“Bertha!” I cried. “What’s going 
around here? Don’t tell me you’ve snagged 
your boss!” 

“Well, now, I wouldn’t put it like that, 
my friend said roguishly, assuming a flip, 
hand-on-hip posture, “because maybe it was 
the other way. Maybe my boss snagged 
little ole me, keet!” 

“You mean—you’re engaged?” I de 
manded breathlessly. 

“Girl—yes!” Bertha replied rapturous! 
as she held up her left hand for me to se 
the diamond sparkling on her third finger. 
“And you can be the very first to congratt- 
late the future Mrs. Harry H. Henderson! 
He just slipped this little hunk of ice 
my finger a little before you drove in.” 

“How wonderful!” I cried, hugging her. 
“I’m so glad for you, darling!” 

“I’m so glad for myself,” Bertha chuck 
led drily. “Harry’s a grand guy, Faye” 
She nodded toward where Steven was bet! 











over 
«“N 
for a 
“O 
chick 
out 0 
of it.’ 
“Tt 
try to 
sides, 
you a 
ifId 
be on 
“Ur 
“T mi, 
a min 
is a SV 
of the 
he gol 
high-c 
pool, 1 
And I’ 
going 
take S 
run th 
So—” 
“Oh. 
I jeer 
wondel 
a-tall.” 
But, 
in the « 
waste, 
“You 
with hi 
your di 
them, ' 
“Tha 
able to 
about te 
again 4 
halted | 
“Hey. 
please, | 
ing you 
there ji 
the ple 
Steven ( 
I bow: 
meet you 
“Uh— 
tered. “| 
Miss Fic 
added, “ 
ing start 
a hasty, 
tically re 
“Girl! 
You mur 
knocked 
“Why, 
primly, t 
to have n 
guess Mr 
“Bashf 
served sec 
pie, don’t 
Bertha ki 
full of S] 
real fine | 
I averte 
hush up.” 
“You h 





day | 

time 
teous 
y he 


ool a 
rked 
. and 
riven 
dy to 
'TSON, 
h the 
k his 
shat’s 


looks 


fixed 
ass, | 
“Tye 
cated 
omer 
fixed 
n the 


you 


ut of 
nder- 


ched, 


while 
Hen- 
ck to 
rack 
ertha 
an?” 
ung, 


med. 
it my 
ng?” 
e get 


‘Now 

con 
» her 
aust, 
rirely 








over the engine of my car. “And so is he.” 


“Not interested,” I declared. “I'm going 
for a career woman.” 

“Oh yeah?” Bertha drawled. “A pretty 
chick like you could make a peachy career 
out of marriage, in case you never thought 
of n” 

“Just because you’re in that kick, don’t 
try to sell it to everyone else,” I said. “Be- 
sides, I don’t even know the man and here 
you are trying to marry me to him. And 
if | did know him, my mind still wouldn’t 
be on marriage, so there.” 

“Unhunh,” Bertha retorted knowingly. 
“] might buy that if I was sure you have 
a mind. But seriously, Faye, Steve really 
isa swell kid. Smart, He just got out 
of the army a couple of months ago and 
he got out loaded! He was some kind of 
high-class sergeant. Had charge of a motor 
pool, whatever that is. He’s a fine mechanic. 
And I'll let you in on a little secret: Harry’s 
going to buy another service station and 
take Stevie in as a partner and Stevie will 
run this one and operate a garage here. 


too. 


So—” 
“Oh, cut out trying to play Miss Cupid,” 


I jeered. “I’m not thinking about your 
wonderful Stevie, see? I’m not interested 
a-tall.” 


But, when a few minutes later he came 
in the office, wiping his hands on a ball of 
waste, I was interested—definitely. 

“Your car’s all set.” he informed me 
with his engaging smile. “The points on 
your distributor were shot—had to replace 
them. The car’ll run fine, now.” 


“Thank you very much,” I replied, un- 
able to resist returning his smile. I was 


about to say something else when he smiled 


again and started to leave. But Bertha 
halted him, bless her heart. 
“Hey, Stevie!” she called, “just a sec, 


please, sir. Here’s the girl I’ve been want- 
ing you to meet, and vice versa and all that 
there jive. Miss Faye Ficklin, may I have 
the pleasure of introducing you to Mr. 
Steven Calloway?” 

I bowed and murmured, 
meet you, Mr. Calloway.” 

“Uh—yeah, so am I,” he replied, flus- 
tered. “I mean—I’m sure glad to meet you, 
Miss Ficklin.” He took a deep breath and 
added, “I mean, I really am!” Then, look- 
ing startled by his own words, he muttered 


“T’m pleased to 


a hasty, “Well, gotta go now,” and prac- 
tically ran out. 
“Girl!” Bertha crowed, “You killed him! 


You murdered the poor child! I mean, you 
knocked him but dead!” 

“Why, I didn’t do anything,” I denied 
primly, trying to hide +how flattered I was 
tohave made such a potent impression. “I 
guess Mr, Calloway’s just bashful.” 

“Bashful, some stuff!” my friend ob- 
served scornfully, “and furthermore, sweetie 
pie, don’t try to jive Bertha, see? Because 
Bertha knows that when your eyes get all 
full of sparkle and glow, well something 
real fine has happened. Right?” 

| averted my glance and mumbled, 
hush up.” 

“You hush,” 


” 


“Oh, 


Bertha bade, “and listen to 


me. Now since Steven is going to be my— 
ahem!—Ausband’s partner, it would be 
kind of cozy if we kept the whole business 
in the family, so to speak. Correct?” 
“Oh, don’t be silly,” I exclaimed. “You 
talk like that boy and I were in love or 


something. Why, we just met five minutes 
ago!” 
“Don’t worry about that love angle,” 


Bertha laughed. “Just let nature take its 
course and see what happens. And Faye- 
aside from the business angle I mentioned, 
I'd like to see you happy for a change, and 
you know I’m not kidding about that. 

“T mean, I know you haven’t gone in for 
the boy kick much, and I think you’ve still 
got some kind of complex about ’em. The 
But honey, take it from 
be beautiful!” She let 
, adding, “sex life, that 





sex bugaboo. 
Bertha—life 
out a dreamy sigh 


is.” 


can 


shocked, and correct- 
she laughed 


Think Ber- 


STARED AT her. 

ly reading my expression, 
and asked, “S’matter, lambie? 
tha’s a bad, bad gal?” 

“Why—why, I hope not, 
plied, “but from what you said, 
like you were speaking from—well, 
experience.” 

“T was,” friend admitted bluntly, 
“and get that silly look off your pretty pan, 
will you? Like I’d confessed to murder or 
something. After ’d known Harry quite a 
while I knew I loved him and I just gam- 
bled that he loved me, too, that’s all.” 

She lifted her hand and gazed dreamily 
at her handsome engagement ring. “And I 
was right. Not only that, but I found out 
for sure that we were right for each other, 
and that’s a handy fact to know when you’re 
going to live with one man for the rest of 
your life—you hope.” 


Bertha,” I re- 
it sounded 
from 


my 


“Oh, Bertha!” I said faintly. “How 
could you?” 
“Quite easily,” my friend said matter- 


of-factly. “I know that sort of thing is sup- 
posed to be all wrong, and I’m certainly 
not advising that you or anyone else follow 
my example, although it’s not exactly an 
unknown custom. For you, it might not 
work out. For me, it did. End of lecture.” 

“Well, ’m not planning on finding out 
how it would work out for me,” I say firm- 
ly. “Tl do that, if I never 
marry.” 

“When the time comes 


never even 
for that line,” 
Bertha laughed, “put it down on Stevie— 
if necessary.” 
I made some indignant reply, but months 
later, 
gether, 


I were going to- 
The 


occasion was a drive we took on the river 


when Steven and 


her words came back to me. 


after a 
Hender- 


road one exceedingly warm night 
party at the newlywed Harry H. 
sons in their swank new home in fashion- 
able Crescent Heights. 

There’d been plenty to drink, and while 
I'd passed it up, I'd been worried because 
Steven had taken a few cocktails, and al- 
most refused when he suggested we take a 
drive But so confident 


into the country. 
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was I that he would be the same gentle- 
manly fellow he always was, despite the 
drinks he’d had, I agreed. 

Steven drove about ten miles from town 
and parked on a smooth, grassy rise that 
looked down on the river, a shining black 
silk ribbon alive with moonlit highlights. 
It was much cooler than in town and we 
got out of the car to enjoy the soft, fra- 
grant breeze which flowed across the river. 

Steven took a deep breath and let it out 
with a pleasureable sigh. “Gosh but this 
is a swell night,” he said. “Glad you came 
now, Faye?” 

“Oh, I am,” I declared enthusiastically. 
It’s heavenly!” 

“And so are you,” Steven breathed, 
drawing me to him. 

“Flatterer,” I chided, looking up at him. 

“Maybe,” Steven admitted. “I don’t mean 
to be. I was only saying what I thought.” 
His arms tightened around me, but I held 
him off, asking, “Are you sure that isn’t 
those cocktails talking?” 

Instantly Steve released me. “I’m quite 
sure, Faye,” he said quietly, faint hurt in 
his tone. 

“I didn’t mean anything,” I protested. 
“Honest Steven.” And as if to prove it, I 
stepped close to him, and touched his arm. 
“Don’t be angry at me, huh?” I begged. 

“Angry?” he laughed. “How could I be 
angry with you, dear? I just don’t want 
to do anything to offend you, that’s all. 
Because Faye, it just happens that I love 
you, deeply, sincerely, the way a man ought 
to love the woman he wants to marry.” 

His gently voiced declaration took me so 
completely by surprise that I almost gasped, 
and all I could say was a faint, “Oh— 
Steven!” And when his arms went around 
me, I swayed against him and lifted my 
face for his kiss as naturally and as un- 
consciously as I breathed. Our lips met, 
clung, became as one, and I was suffused 
by a happiness that was like a golden wave 
frothing to its peak. 

“Faye .. .” Steven murmured, a plead- 
ing overtone throbbing in his voice, “Faye, 
darling—” 

That was in August. We planned, with 
Bertha’s irrepressible help, to be married 
on Christmas day, but after my Mother 
died on September first, we decided to for- 
go the elaborate wedding we’d intended, 
and be quietly wed in mid-October. So 
until that time, I stayed with Bertha and 
Harry. 

I was so glad I had someone to lean on 
when I lost my mother and during the un- 
happy weeks which followed until the edge 

f my grief grew less keen. I had always 
been a little afraid of Mother, had felt that 
she lacked the warmth toward me that 
other mothers displayed for their children. 

Only after I told her that I was going to 
marry Steven did she reveal how worried 
she was about my future. I was taken 
completely by surprise when she began to 
cry and say fervently, “Oh thank You, God, 
thank you, Sweet Jesus, for showing my 
lamb the way.” 

In view of the fact that I was soon going 


o4 


to be a wife, I thought that perhaps my 
mother would give me some wise advice, 
but about all she would say was! “Well 
Faye, just remember one thing: A good 
wife is obedient to her husband, and no 
matter how much you may not like certain 
things about married life, you must bear 
with them, you hear?” 

Steven and I decided to live in Mother’s 
house—mine now—after we were married, 
for at least a year or two, until Steven’s 
business was profitable enough for us to 
build our own home. 

So it was in the house in which I was 
born and had lived all my life that Steven 
and I returned from the modest wedding 
ceremony, and the lavish supper afterward, 
both held at Bertha’s lovely home. It was 
a wonderful moment when Steven unlocked 
the front door, and carried me across the 
threshold in his arms, then still holding me, 
whispered tenderly, “How about a real kiss 
—wife?” 

I threw my arms around his neck and 
held him tightly as our lips crushed to- 
gether in a kiss that was like sweet fire 
which spread all through me and left me 
feeling delightfully weak, yet wonderfully, 
vibrantly alive, quivering with an electrical 
expectancy of even greater delight to 
come. ... 

Only, that delight never came. We had 
decided that we would fix up only the large 
front room which my mother and father 
had used, which would be our bedroom, 
and it had been beautifully redecorated 
and furnished with modern furniture which 
I chose, which was a little on the Holly- 
wood style, except for the dais-type, dou- 
ble bed. 

After our final kiss my final one as a 
maiden—a really torrid one which left us 
gasping, I fled upstairs to our bedroom 
and hurriedly disrobed and got into the 
expensive nightgown of diaphanous black 
nylon that Bertha had given me as a wed- 
ding present. Now that the big moment 
was at hand, I was excited, nervous, 
thrilled, but not really afraid. 

Just as I got into bed, Steven entered in 
his pajamas, and as I shrank modestly 
beneath the covers, he laughed and with 
a quick motion snapped off the lights and 
groped his way across the room, stumbling 
over a chair en route. I giggled as he swore 
under his breath, and that was the last 
time anything was even remotely amusing 
that horrid night. For when my husband 
got into our bed, he was no longer the 
gentle, considerate man I had known, but 
a stranger possessed of a demon... . 


HE NEXT DAY, and the next weeks 

and months and years afterward, what 
I couldn’t understand was Harry’s obvious 
feeling that / was responsible for the fail- 
ure of our sex life. He seemed to think 
that if I really loved him I would respond 
with the same passion he exhibited; and 
was hurt because, instead of the response 
he seemed to want so terribly, my invari- 
able reaction was to shrink within myself, 
to withdraw, to endure. 


I never resisted him in our bedroom, hy 
I simply could not stand the way he ofte, 
tried to make love to me elsewhere—wher. 
ever and whenever the mood struck hin, 
as in the episode in the kitchen at nom 
of the day I have described, which brought 
our relations to a climax. 

I knew that Bertha thought I was gj 
to blame, but she was my best friend, anj 
that afternoon I took the kids and walke; 


over to her house, which was in the ney 


block from ours. 

There was quite a racket going on jy 
her backyard when we arrived, and failing 
to get any response when I rang the fron 
door bell, the children and I strolle 


around to the back and found Berth § 


“superintending” the installation of an oval 


swimming pool. She didn’t notice us a 


first and we watched as the workmen 
sprayed concrete onto a webbing of stee 
which lined the large round hole in the 
ground where the pool would be. 
Bertha noticed us then and came rush 
ing to us with whoops of excitement. Fi. 


nally she noticed that I wasn’t taking too § 


much interest in what she was gabbing 
about, and asked, “Hey, Faye, is anything 
wrong?” 

I nodded mutely. “It’s Steve and me,” 
I told her, tears welling out of my eyes, 
which I hastily wiped away before the 
children could notice. “I—I need some 
help, badly,” I confessed. 

“Okay,” my friend said briskly, “let’s 
go into the house. The kids will be okay 
out here.” 

“Give with the sordid details,” Bertha 
commanded. “I mean, bring me up to 
date.” 

I did, and when I'd finished, my friend 
pondered a while, then said, “Faye, you're 
in a tough spot—as if you didn’t know. | 
know you’ve tried your best and it looks 
to me, so has Steve. But let’s have no more 
of that childish talk about giving him a 
divorce, you hear? Now it seems to me that 
you guys need some help—some real pro- 
fessional help, because I just don’t believe 
there’s a darn thing wrong with either of 
you that can’t be figured out.” 

She stared at me a while then asked: 
“Have you ever talked about your problem 
with anybody that knows about such things 
—like Dr. Huntley? He’s a smart man, 
Faye. Keeps up with all the latest medical 
dope. Why not tell him all about it and 
see what he says.” 

At first I objected, but Bertha argued me 
around to it, and to be certain I didnt 
change my mind, made me call him thea 
and make an appointment for that evening. 

As I learned later, Bertha had already 
briefed Dr. Huntley on my side of the story. 
He had me come into his office first, and 
we talked for a half hour. Then I went out 
and Steven went in. 

I was feeling much better by then, for 
the doctor had told me, among other things, 
that my case was far from as unusual 4 
I believed. He had asked some pointed 
questions about my early life, and about 
my mother and the nature of the things 
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she had told me about sex, and after I had 
answered them, he smiled reassuringly and 
questioned me about my wedding night. 
“Your mother,” he explained, “appears 
to have been of the old school. In her day, 
and in her mother’s day, wives were not 
expected to respond, sexually, to their 
husbands, as though to do so was the act 
of a loose, even immoral woman. They 
were taught to believe, in so many cases, 
that the sex act, to be known carnally by 
their husbands, was for the sole purpose 
of reproduction. 

“Now here’s a fact that far too few peo- 
ple understand: First, there’s nothing 
wrong about sex, nothing to be ashamed 
of in the sex act. Secondly, sex is abso- 
lutely not a matter of instinct—I mean its 
successful practice is not. Rather, it is an 
acquired experience for both men and 
women. Actually, men know no more about 
the subject than women. And since they 
are usually the aggressive half of the rela- 
tionship, their ignorance can ruin it, can 
turn their wives completely against it.” 

“Is—is that what is wrong in our case?” 
[ asked timidly. 

“We'll come to that later,” Dr. Huntley 
said. “I think this enough for now. When 
you go out, tell Steve to come in, eh?” 

I didn’t realize it, but I was smiling 
when I returned to the reception room 
where Steve waited. He got up and looked 
anxiously at me. “Think he can help us?” 
he asked eagerly. 

“I am sure of it,” I replied. “It’s your 
turn, now. Go on in—sweetheart.” 

Steven gave me a funny, wondering half 
smile and went in io the doctor. I sat down, 
my mind whirling with hope. If only what 
the doctor had said was really true! Then 
I straightened up and looked at the door 
to the doctor’s and while it 
closed, I could plainly hear what was be- 
ing said beyond it. Yet, there was a slight- 
ly blurred quality to the voices, which 


office, was 


seemed now to come from the desk occu- 
pied by the receptionist during the doctor’s 
regular office hours. 

Then I understood—the square box with 
the grilled face on the desk was part of 


an inter-com system connecting the re- 
ception room with the doctor’s private 


ofice. Had it been open while I was talk- 
ing to the doctor? Did he intend it to be 
that way—then, and now, while he talked 
with Steve? 

I didn’t know. I wanted to cut the thing 
of, but it occurred to me that maybe the 
doctor wanted me to hear what was being 
sid, So, feeling guilty, as though I were 
eavesdropping, I settled back and listened. 
The conversation went thus: 

“Been shooting any golf lately, Steve?” 

“Naw. Don’t have the time. You know 
how it is. Harry and I took on another sta- 
tion recently and I’ve been going like a 
caton a hot stove ever since.” 

“Well Steve, as your doctor, I want to 
suggest that you take it a bit easier. Not 
only for your own good, but—well, frankly, 


man, what I want to say is, I think a little 
vacation would do both you and Faye a 
lot of good—without the children.” 

“Now here’s how it is, Steve. Women are 
not made up either physically or emotion- 
ally like men. Okay, so when the mood hits 
you, you want action, right now. But with 
most women, it doesn’t work like that. They 
must be aroused, Steve, and not roughly, 
either, but gently, gradually. You 
started off all wrong right from the be- 
ginning, like a lot of men. 

“Easy does it, Steve. Caresses, kisses, 
words of love, tiny bits of kindling slowly 
fed and after a while—a big bonfire. Get 
it?” 

“Doc,” Steven said slowly, “maybe 
you've got something. I never thought 
about it like that. I never knew it was that 


got 


way.” He laughed sheepishly. “I guess 
I'm pretty dumb about the whole deal. 


Believe it or not, Doc, Faye was a first 
for me. And I guess I messed up real good, 
didn’t I?” 

“T guess you did. But it’s not too late 
to undo the damage. It won’t be easy, and 
it may not be quick. But if you work at 
it—if you both work at it, the result will 
be more rewarding than you know. I’ve 
got a couple of books here written by a 
friend—a doctor—who now is a marriage 
counselor. I want you and Faye to read 
them before you take that trip I was sug- 
gesting. Make it a honeymoon, Steve, since 
you two never took one. And Steve?” 

“Yeah, Doc?” 

“Do you remember when I got my new 
car last fall?” 

“T sure do.” 

“Well, I'm going to give you the same 
advice you gave me one day when I started 
that car and was about to drive off. You 
yelled, ‘Hey, Doc, let her warm up a few 
minutes before you take off. Gives the oil 
That’s the 
thing you can do to a car, try to drive 
it before it’s warmed up.” Remember that, 
Steve?” 

Steven laughed. “Doc, I do. And I get 
the point.” 

The inter-com went off then, and I knew 
the doctor had meant for me to hear his 
talk with Steven. And when, a few minutes 


a chance to circulate. worst 


later my husband came out, he was grin- 
ning widely and the first thing he said was: 
“Sugar, you know what Dr. Huntley just 
told me? Well, he told me never to drive 
a car before the motor was warmed up. 
How about that?” 

“Well,” I 
idea, I guess.” 

“Yeah,” Steven 
his arms, but gently, “it might work with 
people, too. You know?” 

“Nothing beats a trial but a failure,” I 


said, “it sounds like a good 


said, drawing me into 


whispered. 

“How about a little trip, while we find 
out?” he suggested, his lips brushing my 
ear as lightly as a feather. “It just might 
work.” 


(P.S.—And, it did!) THE END 
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Why Men 
Don’t 
Understand 


Women 
(Continued from Page 11) 

Jim looked puzzled. “Earl’s gone back 
to his wife,” he announced at last. 

[his time Albertha exploded. “Jim, you 
promised me you wouldn’t bring that up!” 
he said sharply. 

“That’s all right,” I told her. “I’m glad 

hear that, really I am.” 

She stood up and grabbed her husband’s 
arm. “Just the same, Inez, I’m going to 
drag Jim home. Seems he can’t open his 
mouth without putting his foot in it!” 

I patted Jim’s cheek fondly. “But you 
vill drop in again, won’t you—both of 

ou?” I said. 

“Next time I'll be alone,” Albertha said 
determinedly. “I have a feeling you and I 
have a lot to talk about.” 

\ short time later they were gone and 
I tried to settle down to study for my 
classes the next day. But I found it im- 
possible to concentrate. As I’d told Al- 
bertha, I loved the interior decorating 
course I was taking at the Art League, 
but my visitors had brought with them a 
part of my life that I had left behind. 
When Jim had mentioned Earl .I was de- 
lighted that the name meant no more to 
me than that of any one else I’d known 
back in those gay, carefree days. 

I knew then I could have discussed what 
had happened without remorse or regrets, 
but not while a man was present. Albertha 
was right; it would have to wait until she 
and I were alone. The mere fact that I 
could even think about the events of the 
mmediate past was proof to me that I 
had developed into a mature woman, de- 
spite what anyone else might think of me. 
In my secret heart I knew for certain that 
I had acted wisely. 

Two years before, I had invaded Harlem 
on the crest of a wave of publicity that 
bid fair to sweep me on to fame and for- 
tune. I had won a beauty contest in Cleve- 
land and used the prize money to get 
started in a new career in a new city. I 
vas only 19 but I knew exactly what I 
wanted out of life and just how I would 

) about getting it. 

My goal was to land a man rich enough 
) surround me with the luxuries of life I 
intended to acquire. My first step was to 
register with a model agency, one of sev- 
eral that bid for my services. I was tall and 
slender, with the long slim legs of a fashion 
model. My hair was cut short and curled 
into a continental-type bob and my face 
with its smooth bronze complexion was a 
photographer’s dream. 

! was fully aware that the beauty I pos- 
sessed was just good fortune and none of 
my own doing, nevertheless, I was practical 
enough to use it to best advantage. 
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The few modeling jobs I got at first net- 
ted me not much more than I had earned 
as a clerk back in Ohio, but it was a be- 
ginning. I’d always turn down what the 
agency listed as “entertainment” jobs— 
going on parties with visiting celebrities 
and out-of-town businessmen. Not that 
there was anything wrong with such jobs. 
They paid well and the girls had a good 
time. 

A girl who knew her way around didn’t 
have to do anything more than smile at 
her escort and wrestle through a few jit- 
terbug or mambo numbers with him. But 
I felt from the beginning that I was meant 
for something more so I didn’t even bother 
with such assignments. I knew that the men 
with money were strictly on the town and 
not in a mood—or a position—to mean an 
ambitious girl any good. 

I didn’t have any trouble with the men 
I met on regular jobs or those I met after 
working hours; their passes amused me 
because I was waiting for that Special 
Someone. He turned up in the person of 
Earl Davis. 

I had been in New York about a year 
and was doing quite well as a professional 
model when I met Earl at a private party 
given by a prominent businessman. I had 
noticed the big handsome man with the 
arrogant bearing, and I had inquired who 
he was. It was no surprise to be told that 
he owned a liquor store and one or two 
other places of business and was rated as 
one of Harlem’s most popular playboys. 


S THE EVENING wore on, I had 

danced with virtually every man pres- 
ent—except Earl. I could almost feel his 
sharp black eyes boring into me each time 
I passed near him, but I had made up my 
mind that I would not make the first over- 
ture. Finally, out of the corner of my eye 
I saw him approaching. The fellow I'd 
been dancing with had gone to fetch me 
a drink, so I was standing alone when 
Earl loomed up beside me. 

“What’s the matter, don’t 
said in a smooth, deep voice. 

Slowly, I turned to face him. “I beg your 
pardon,” I said haughtily. 

But that didn’t faze him. “It looks like 
every man here gets a chance to dance 
with you, except me,” he said. “Discrimina- 
tion, I call it.” 

I smiled up at him. “Maybe I was wait- 
ing to be asked,” I told him. “This isn’t 
Leap Year, you know.” 

My reply caught him off balance, but he 
recovered quickly. “Well, amateur night is 
over,” he said, taking my arm in a firm 
grip. “I’m going to show you some real 
rug cutting, baby!” 

Earl refused to turn me loose after that 
and as we danced and talked and drank 
I learned enough about him to know that 
he was what I had been waiting for. I 
didn’t ask him if he was married. 

I had learned to spot the married ones 
by their little-boys-playing-hooky expres- 
sion, which they could never quite hide. 
Earl didn’t act like that. He was like a 


I rate?” he 


man who had suddenly discovered that the 
blind date he was stuck with was Cinder. 
ella in disguise. 

I could tell that he was planning to 
proposition me before the evening ended, 
but I was certain I could handle that. | 
had other things in mind. When Ear] sug. 
gested that we leave early and I readily 
agreed, I’m sure he was confident that | 
had succumbed to his masculine charm, 

So when I said a firm goodnight at my 
door, with a handshake instead of a kiss, 
his jaw sagged and he just stood there 
speechless as I let myself in and closed 
the door behind me. 

The first round was mine. From what | 
knew about men, Earl would keep think. 
ing about that kiss he didn’t get and he'd 
be back. At least, that’s what I told my- 
self as I listened at the door to his re. 
ceding footsteps that night. 

A week later I wasn’t quite so sure. The 
definite silence from Earl Davis was clear 
evidence that he was not accustomed to 
running after reluctant women. I toyed 
with the idea of phoning him, but decided 
that once I gave ground there would be lit. 
tle hope of maintaining my position of in- 
dependence. 

And then one night Earl phoned and | 
was glad I had waited. When I answered 
the phone, he said very casually, “This is 
Earl, baby. What’s happening?” 

I curbed my excitement and put ona 
little act. “Earl? Oh, yes, of course! 
How’ve you been?” I exclaimed. 

“You play it cool, don’t you, baby?” he 
drawled. 

“Do you mind?” I cooed. 

“Not at all. Even ice can be melted, 
baby!” 

And the way he said it told me that he 
believed that if there was any thawing to 
be done, he was the man to do it. So I 
made a date with him; and that was only 
the beginning. Soon we were seeing each 
other regularly and now, of course, I let 
him kiss me. It didn’t take long for him to 
want more than kisses. 

Gradually, those kisses became some- 
thing more than gestures of friendship and 
Earl would get all worked up, only to be 
frustrated by a firm “no” from me. Some- 
nights he would angrily proclaim that he 
wouldn’t be around any more, but sooner 
or later he was back. 

“T can’t take it, Inez,” he told me quite 
frankly one evening. “What’s the matter, 
don’t you like me?” 

“I like you very much, darling,” I told 
him truthfully. 

“Then act like it!” He slipped his arms 
around me and planted a row of tingling 
kisses along my neck. “Why do you keep 
holding out?” 

I took a deep breath and fought for self- 
control. His brand of lovemaking was po 
tent stuff and there were times when I al- 
most lost sight of my goal. “Why does any 
girl hold back?” I said. “She wants that 
little decoration for the third finger, left 
hand.” 
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Abruptly, Earl released me. “That’s out, 
baby.” he said, shaking his head. “But 
anything else you want—” 

Now that we had finally approached the 
subject, I couldn’t let it go at that. I ran 
my fingers lightly along the back of his ear. 
“What's the matter, darling? Don’t you be- 
lieve in marriage?” I asked. 

“Believe in it? Hell, I’m up to here in 
it!” he growled, drawing a finger across 
his throat. 

My heart sank and I could see all my 
dreams flying out the window, but some- 
how I managed to hide my disappointment. 
“Well! You could at least tell a girl when 
she’s busting up a happy home,” I said, 
half jokingly. 

Earl scowled and propped his chin on a 
fst. “That happened long before I met 
you. baby. So don’t go blaming yourself,” 
he said, then he told me that he and his 
wife had been separated for almost two 
years. They were not divorced. he went on, 
and he said that he doubted whether she 
would ever free him. 

I almost burst into hysterical laughter. 
I had so carefully laid my campaign to 
land a man. yet had neglected to make cer- 
tain that he was available. If Earl’s wife 
hadn’t divorced him by this time, I told 
myself, she’d be a fool to turn loose of him 
now. 

Moreover, I had become genuinely fond 
of Earl. Oh, I didn’t love him; I was hon- 
est enough with myself to admit that much. 
But for the security and the luxuries he 
could buy me, I was willing to be the lov- 
ingest wife ever. But now, all that was 
changed. 

Earl suddenly got to his feet and began 
pacing up and down. “I must be losing my 
touch,” he complained, rubbing his fore- 
head. “I ought to walk out right this min- 
ute, but here I am straining my brain for a 
way to get you!” 

He paused in front of me, his face set 
grimly. “I’ve got to have you, Inez!” he 
burst out. “So help me, for the first time 
in my life I'm begging a woman.” 

‘Tm sorry, Earl,” I told him. “I’m not 
one of these little chippies out looking for 
a thrill. I like you, sure, but I’ve got to 
think of myself, and there’s no future to a 
hit-and-run romance.” 

That night I let Earl make love to me 
until he was crazy with wanting me—then 
I told him it was time to go. I guess it’s 
true that forbidden fruit is the most tempt- 
ing, because Earl refused to stop seeing 
me. And each time he called. I pointedly 
reminded him that he was still a married 
man. ; 

At last Earl told me he would ask his 
wife for a divorce. Meanwhile, he set me 
up in an apartment of my own with the 
understanding that he would move in only 
alter we became husband and wife. At first 
itwas hard for him to take—being able to 





| “isit me only when invited, just like any 


other friend, but he got used to it. 

Since he had made up his mind to marry 
me he was much easier to handle; he was 
resigned to waiting. 
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But I soon discovered that persuading 
Earl was only half the battle. His wife re- 
fused even to discuss a divorce. With my 
goal practically within my grasp, I put 
more pressure on Earl. 

“You don’t know how stubborn Madge 
can be,” he argued when I brought the mat- 
ter up for the umpteenth time. 

“She'll agree if you give her enough,” I 
told him. 

He shook his head hopelessly. “She’s got 
me in a crack and she knows it,” he in- 
sisted. “Money won’t move her. She’d 
rather see me suffer.” 

“Well, don’t worry, darling, we'll work 
it out some way,” I told him. An idea had 
suddenly occurred to me and while I kissed 
away the wrinkles in his brow I turned it 
over in my mind. I thought about it some 
more after Earl had gone and decided to 
try it the next day. 


I HAD NEVER met Earl’s estranged 

wife, but the next afternoon, I put on 
the new suit Earl had given me and took 
a cab to the brownstone house where she 
lived. I was positive I could show her how 
silly it was for her to have a dog-in-the- 
manger attitude toward the whole thing, 
talk her into looking at the situation from 
an adult point of view. 

I was somewhat surprised when a nice- 
looking, well-dressed woman of about 30 
opened the door. “Mrs. Davis?” I asked, 
wondering why I should feel disappointed 
that she was neither drab nor matronly. 

“Yes, I’m Mrs. Davis,” she replied in 
a soft, cultured voice. 

“T’m Inez Cole. I'd like to talk to you.” 

Instantly, her attitude changed. “You’ve 
got a nerve!” she said icily. “Did Earl send 
you here to see me?” 

“No, he doesn’t know a thing about it,” 
I told her. “It was my own idea.” 

She hesitated a moment, then said, “Very 
well, come in, Miss Cole.” 

She led the way into a tastefully fur- 
nished living room, then turned to face me. 
She didn’t offer me a seat so I decided to 
come right to the point. 

“I’ve come to ask you to give Earl his 
freedom,” I said bluntly. 

“Why?” 

I stared at her. “Why? Well—well, be- 
cause you're his wife in name only. Be- 
cause he’s found someone else.” 

She just stood there calmly smiling at 
me. “He’s willing to do the right thing by 
you,” I added quickly. 

“If Earl Davis ever did the ‘right thing,’ 
Miss Cole, it would be an accident! Be- 
lieve me.” 

She had the whip hand and she knew it. 
rhat’s what irritated me so. I flung discre- 
tion to the winds. “Oh, why do you want 
to hang on to him?” I demanded. “You 
don’t love him!” 

Her lips trembled. “How can you pos- 
sibly know that, my dear?” 

“Well, he doesn’t love you!” I shot back. 

Mrs. Davis smiled sadly and_ said, 
“Please sit down. I’ve changed my mind. 
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Perhaps we'd better have a heart to heart 
talk. You see, this isn’t the first time Earl 
has—found someone younger and more at- 
tractive.” 

“If you’re trying to shock me, it won't 
work,” I said. “I know Earl is no angel.” 

“He always comes back.” 

“It will be different this time,” I said 
confidently. “We'll get married!” 

She closed her eyes and was silent for a 
long time. Then she said, “Yes, I guess 
that does make a difference. You think a 
marriage license will hold him, Miss 
Cole?” she asked, her moist eyes holding 
mine. 

“T know it will!” 

“Don’t be too sure,” she said softly. “I 
have one, you know.” 

That stopped me. The entire visit was 
going all wrong, nothing like what I had 
envisioned. I wanted to do something, say 
something to shake her calm self-assur- 
ance, but my mind was a blank. Vaguely, 
I heard her say, “That license is just a 
scrap of paper without love to go with it, 
my dear. It’s love that holds a man. A 
legal document can’t give you companion- 
ship when you’re lonely, affection when 
your arms are empty. If you doubt it, take 
a good look at me.” 

I couldn’t take any more. I stood up 
abruptly. “I’ve got to go. I guess I shouldn’t 
have come in the first place,” I said hur- 
riedly. 

No man, I suppose, would ever under- 
stand what happened to me during that 
brief visit. A woman would know, especial- 
ly if she had seen the hopeless love and 
heartbreaking loneliness deep in Mrs. 
Davis’ eyes. She loved her husband, I real- 
ized then, and she always would. 

The prospect of losing love when I started 
losing my youth was too frightening; I 
could not escape the fear that some day I 
would find myself, like Mrs. Davis, listen- 
ing to a younger, more attractive woman 
brazenly demanding that I give up my hus- 
band. 

People who were familiar with the situa- 
tion came up with various reasons why I 
did what I did—I had pity on a cast-off 
wife whose beauty was fading; I had 
milked Earl for all I could gct; I found 
someone new—but they were all wrong. 
Actually, the explanation was quite sim- 
ple: I was acting like a woman. 

Not the typical male conception of an 
unpredictable female—the woman driver 
who signals left, then makes a right turn. 
Earl’s uncomplimentary verdict had been 
“Women! They don’t know what the hell 
they want! A guy can go nuts trying to 
figure them out.” 

Jim, accompanying his wife on a visit to 
the small studio I had taken after break- 
ing off with Earl, had remarked that “it 
didn’t make sense” to him, a common com- 
plaint of most men. Yet, I wonder if men 
fail to understand women because they 
deliberately close their eyes to the facts, 
rather than because women are such mys- 
terious creatures. 


“We understand woman best by realizing 
that her basic nature craves affectionate 
tenderness,” says Dr. Fritz Wittels in the 
introduction to his book, The Sex Habits 
of American Women. “She has to receive 
it, to give it, and is never happy without it, 

“We would say that tenderness is more 
important to her than the sex act itself, 
were it not for the obvious fact that sexual 
fulfillment is the natural peak of affection,” 

Another expert seeking to tear away the 
veil of mystery and help men understand 
women is Dr. Louis E. Bisch, who labels 
as “grossly exaggerated” the “implication 

. that woman is the outstanding conun. 
drum, the most baffling creature to under. 
stand, of the ages.” 

Back in the 18th century, the English 
poet and satirist Alexander Pope pro. 
claimed, “Woman’s at best a contradiction 
still,” but Dr. Bisch states: “Though com. 
plex in her character make-up—definitely 
more so than the male—the female of the 
species presents certain fundamental pat- 
terns of thinking, feeling, and action which, 
when fully comprehended, explain much 
that is perplexing and often downright 
astounding. 

“After all, if women were as mixed up 
as men would have you believe. they cer- 
tainly would not be able to function as 
successfully as the majority of them do.” 

In expanding this view, the author of 
many articles on human_ relationships 
points out that “Woman is an emotional 
rather than an intellectual being. This 
should not be interpreted as meaning that 
woman’s ability to reason is underdevel- 
oped. Indeed, insofar as intellect is con- 
cerned, a woman can do everything a man 
is capable of doing—often better. 

“Nevertheless, no matter how gifted a 
woman may be on the intellectual level, her 
emotional constitution is always the strong- 
er. It readily and frequently gets in the 
way, so to speak, and becomes the deciding 
factor—the victor—in conquering and sub- 
duing the dictates of her better (intellectu- 
al) judgment.” 

Perhaps this explains why women do 
things with such lack of logic. The logic 
is there; it just happens to be the feminine 
brand. 

Dr. Bisch says further, “A man’s char- 
acter does not have as many facets as that 
of a woman. His way of life is simpler . . . 
[the] many-sided nature of woman, this 
ability to change and readjust herself, is all 
too often neither perceived nor understood 
by man. He thinks and acts along direct 
lines, according to logical sequence. That 
is the masculine type of mind. 

“It is difficult for men, quite impossible 
for some, to project themselves into a wom: 
an’s way of thinking because it is so dif 
ferent from their own.” 

Confirming this are the findings of Susan 
Bond, author-lecturer, who reports, “More 
than two hundred thousand wives have told 
me that what they want most in marriage 8 
the friendship of their husbands. Not s¢% 
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not financial security, but just downright, 
ordinary, garden-variety friendship. 

“The most challenging fact I gathered 
from the thousands of wives intervie >wed 
was that financial security was not their 
chief concern, as men believe it to be. The 
accent, rather, was on mental security. The 
little things at which men scoffingly say, 
‘Oh, that!’ are the number-one griefs.” 


ACKING UP her opinion with statistics, 
B the author continues, “In fact, if you’d 
taken the trouble to track down the ‘mental 
cruelty’ divorce clause as I have in hun- 
dreds of cases, you'd find it to be simple 
unfriendliness. Divorce records show that, 
among husbands and wives charging men- 
tal cruelty, the wives out-number the hus- 
bands nine to one!” 

Summing up the findings of the experts, 
Dr. Bisch concludes: 

“To love and be loved! That sums up 
a woman’s all-encompassing desire in life. 
Unless she loves a particular somebody or 
is loved by him—preferably, of course, 
when the love is mutual—the woman will 
try to love somebody or something else . . . 

“Furthermore, to be completely happy, 
a woman must feel that she is not only 
wanted but that she is needed.” 

“But what invariably gets a man down 
is the contrary way so many women have 
of using their intuition to upset the apple 
cart... That unique faculty they possess 
of reaching a conclusion by some quick 
magic has been a source of much specula- 
tion among psychiatrists, but none has been 
able to explain it. 

“What also confuses men is the usual 
changes of mood that go with the monthly 
cycle. For apparently no special reason a 
woman becomes increasingly amorous, 
later depressed, and still later may become 
irritable, peevish, complaining, fault-find- 
ing, and so on. And then, all of a sudden, 
the woman seems herself again. Individuals 
differ, of course, but that is the general 
pattern. 

“When this occurs, many men stand by 
and take it, but are completely perplexed. 
Yet, they should know better,” Dr. Bisch 
says finally. “Knowledge under- 
standing. Women are not as sphinx-like as 
one might imagine.” 


begets 


I wouldn’t be human if I didn’t have mo- 
ments when I feel like kicking myself for 
tossing away a good thing when I had it. 
But when I think about it calmly, I realize 
how much better off I am; certainly I am 
happier and getting more out of life than 
the woman whose husband I set out to cap- 
ture. I’ve found a new and exciting career 
and I believe with all my heart that some 
day I will meet the man to whom I can 
give my love freely and completely. 

I no longer try to explain to my friends. 
Let them think it a feminine whim, intui- 
tion or result of a cyclical mood. Personal- 
ly, I heartily agree with the noted novelist 
Joseph Conrad, who declared, 
is an absolute fool . . . No woman is ever 


completely deceived.” THE END 


“No woman 
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If you want to make more money, spare time or full 
time, rush the coupon below today for this big, valuable 
tailoring Sample Case packed with 150 beautiful, big-value suit 
and overcoat samples. Just show the samples and last-minute 
styles to friends, fellow-workers, others. Take their orders for fine 


made-to-measure clothes—and pocket big cash profi 


experience, no tailoring knowledge needed—and no money needed, 
We supply everything free ...sample case, sample suitings, 
equipment, complete instructions. Start making money first day! 
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Use Spare Evenings—Weekends—Make Mon 


IT’S EASYto make money TAKING ORDERS in 
just spare time—lunch-time, evenings, weekends. 
Wher men see the fine fit, quality and value of our 
suits—THEY ORDER! So we make it easy for 
you to get your own personal suits and overcoats 
without paying even one penny. Don’t wait! 
Rush coupon with your name, address and age 
for FREE Sample Case—TODA 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. H-964 


532 South Throop Street - Chicago 7, illinois 
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work, Start training now spare time 
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gnop experience included. U.E.L 
Training covers metal work, weld- 
ing, painting, etc. Placement service 
or we will show you how to start 
MO BE ur own shop. Behind U. E. I. 
RAININ Gis alarge national or- 
ganiation founded 1927. Write to 
lay for FREE facts—no obligation. 


Auto-Crafts Division, UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


523 SHEFFIELD AVE., DEPT. XCH-S, CHICAGO 14, ILL. 
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have profitable Art talent. You may gain a lifetime of 


happiness and high earnings if you mail your drawing 
today. Amateurs only. Our present students no 
eligible. Copy this girl 4” to 6” high in pen or pencil. 
Mail to us. None returned. Winners notified. New 
$5,000 contest each month. Your drawing will be en- 
tered in Contest for month in which we receive it. 
Send your drawing now with your name, address, age, 
and occupation. Enter today. 


Ss 231, 1000 N. Charli St. 
Waller Art Exchange en oom Baltimore a. patent 


















YOUR OWN PERSONAL SUITS 
Without One Penny Cost! 
Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits and 
overcoats without paying Ic, in ad- 
dition to your big cash earnings. 
This offer is limited. RUSH COU- 
PON for FREE OUTFIT—Today! 
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All Day Long! 






Wonderful, New 
ANGELIS 
DOUCHE POWDER 


containing 


CHLOROPHYLL 


For that personal daintiness and 
freshness that’s so important 

. . for that soothing, cooling 
feeling all day long, more and 
more women are turning to 
ANGELIS. Its special ingredi- 

ents plus NON-STAINING 
CHL OROPHYLL are bringing 
better results than ever before. 


Ideal Deodorant Too! 
Yes, many users are finding that 
the chlorophyll in Angelis mz “ a 
perfect deodorant t 
ing DOUBLE 

- double’ value. 
economy 5 oz. jar NOW. 


Money back guarantee if not 
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DE ANGELIS PHARMACAL CO.—Dept. 3 
1160 63rd Street, Brooklyn 19, New York 








LADIES! BIG NEWS! 


SPARE TIME 


START RIGHT AWAY... 


EARN UP TO $50.00 
IN A WEEK 


GET Own presses FREE: / 


THE MELVILLE CO. 





JUST SHOW MELVILLE FROCKS 
styles to friends. Gorgeous, latest 
Spring and Summer dresses in huge, 
fascinating variety. 


The American Woman 
is proud to wear such beautiful, 
original styles created especially 
for misses and women. Lingerie and 
children's dresses, too. 


FULLY GUARANTEED 
GET EXPENSIVE MONEY-MAKING 
STYLE KIT AT NO COST TO YOU 
ACT NOW! Send name, address, age, 
dress size TODAY. 

CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 




















How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 7) 


quiet, reserved and dignified. He has no 
bad habits and neither smokes nor drinks. 
Neither do I, so we had something in com- 
mon from the beginning. 

I was at the “Track,” as we call the Sa- 
oy almost every night. On his night off or 
during the afternoons when I could get 
iway from my job, Bill took me dancing, 
o dinner or to the movies. He told me 
luring these dates that he liked me be- 
cause I had no interest in being an enter- 
tainer. He tuld me the thing all girls like 

to hear: that I was charming and sweet 
and that he wanted a girl like me to be his 
wife; someone who would make a home 
for him and who would help him escape 
rom music and nightlife when he was off 
the bandstand. 

It all sounded so wonderful. I hadn’t 
thought too much about marriage and that 
ort of thing while I was having a good 
ime at my No. 1 diversion, dancing. Like 
nany other girls, I was content to be 
happy, having fun with nice guys, seeing 
the latest movies, having nice clothes, lead- 

a normal, quiet life. But now these 
ideas were undergoing a change and I 
found myself thinking in terms of mar- 
iage, of being Mrs. Bill Doggett. 

In August, 1951. Bill tells me. he made 
his big decision. “I’m going on an extended 
southern tour with the band.” he said 
when he called me on my job, “and I’ve 
cot something important to say to you.” 

He fumbled around for a moment say- 
ig a lot of things that sounded like noth- 
ng, then suddenly from the blue, it seems, 
he said, “Angelyn. I want you to marry 
ie. You know how I feel about you and 
[ hope you feel the same way about me. 
[ want somebody to make a home for me 
ind somebody I'll be happy in taking care 
f. I don’t know any girl who fits that bill 

better than you.” 

It was said point blank and caught me 
vith my guard down. I was so surprised. 
[here was no way for me to give an intelli- 
sent answer since he had proposed so 
suddenly and we were on the telephone, 

t face to face. Finally, I told him that I 
needed time to think about it and then I 
vould let him know. I knew I was lying, 

cause my mind had been made up to 

\irs. Bill Doggett for a long. long time. 

Three weeks later. on September 15, 
1941, we were married. We now live in 

lushing, Long Island, but I travel with 
ll a lot, although I’m happiest when 
n at home keeping house and “making 
i home for my Bill.” We have no children, 
it we are hoping. 

Bill has long since been out of the 
Lucky Millinder band. He played for a 
vhile with Willie Bryant when Willie had 
the first all-Negro radio variety show on 
1 national hookup. It was called Harlem 
Hospitality Hour or something. Bill was 
ilways Willie’s favorite pianist. He began 


t 


i 
B 
I 


OU 


studying how to play the Hammond organ 
several years ago. There was a big vogue 
for organ music that was just coming in. 
“T want to be able to keep up with what’s 
going on.” Bill told me. 

Today, he has his own organ combina- 
tion and has been winning wide popularity 
playing the night spots in Philadelphia, 


New York and in other places along the 
Eastern Seaboard. Bill’s organ style has 
caught on and his group has turned oyt 
to be a very good act. To date, he has made 
eight recordings and it looks good for him 
to make a lot more. 

Not bad for a fellow who I thought jp 
the beginning was a wolf. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13) 


by her former manager, Maynard Sloates 
... She replied by saying that he, not she, 
did the breaching since he failed to keep 
her employed. 


000 


The Bill Doggett combo has 
France on tenor sax, Shep Shepherd on 
drums, Bill on Hammond organ and Mil- 
dred Anderson handling the chirping. 
Bill’s latest waxers, Real Gone Mambo, 
Percy Speaks, Moon Dust, No More in 
Life, Early Bird and Ready Mix are earn- 
ing him some steady bread . .. In Los 
Angeles, Francois Andre, to be seen in the 
television series, Ramar of the Jungle, 
has found that his silver-streaked grey 
hair and turban insure those good pay 
days. He worked 12 days in making the 
TV series and is now due for a role in- 
volving 27 days work in Tanganyika, 
starring Van Heflin, Ruth Roman and 
Howard Duff. 


Percy 


000 
COZY COLE, who quit the Louis Arm- 


strong All-Stars, is putting together one of 
the hottest small combos of them all. Thus 
far, the master drummer has Jonah Jones, 
ex-Cab Calloway ace, on trumpet; Arvell 
Shaw, whoia he snatched from Satchmo, 
on bass, and Big Nick on tenor sax, an in- 
strument Armstrong doesn’t have. Cozy is 
still hunting for a pianoman . . . In Tulsa, 
Okla., the boys and girls swear by pretty 
Ruth Robinson and her dise jockey show 
over KBYE called “Your Musical Siesta.” 
They also give Skipper Clayborn White 
and his “Showboat” on the same station a 
heavy tumble. 


(ORE OREO) 


Moving out front among the small combo 
outfits is the one led by Leo (Mad Lad) 
Parker, the “Young Man with the Big 
Horn,” who has booted his baritone sax for 
such bands as Benny Carter’s, Illinois Jac- 
quet’s and Gene Ammons’ . . . Is that the 
legendary Rubberlegs Williams, onetime 
“master (?)” of the blues shouters, who is 
so popular in Indianapolis nightlife? 


00°90 


At the Club Ebony in Houston, Joe 
Blueitt claims he is the town’s best-dressed 
emcee and Princess Carlotta dares any of 
the torso twisters to challenge her conten- 
tion that she is the Queen of Shake... . 
That has already been done. Hettie Hope, 
plus a thousand and one Houstonians who 
have seen her act, say she’s the hottest 
thing since the Fort Worth flour mill fire in 


1912 . . . She’s starred in the Jerri Jack. 
son roadshow, 1954 Hi Steppers, which in. 
cludes ten chorus girls, Pick and Pickens 
& Co., Boogie Driscoll, the blues and boogie 
vocalist, and Charles Dowell’s Fireball 
Stage band. 
00°90 

Ida James, petite baby-voiced singing 
discovery of Earl (Father) Hines, is mak. 
ing up her mind which of four recording 
company offers she'll take when she comes 
off her current tour of the eastern sea. 
board. Ida, who married one of the orig. 
inal Cotton Club Boys, now lives in De. 
troit... 


000 


Roy Milton and Camille Howard are one 
of the best one-two bandleader-piano player 
combinations among the small combos . . . 
Whenever Cab Calloway, star of Porgy and 
Bess, hits Philadelphia, he takes his bags 
to his sister’s house and there Mrs. Blanche 
Calloway Jones tweaks his ears and orders 
him around to her heart’s content. She 
only made him what he is today. 


oo0o°o0 


Cleveland’s nightlife has climbed abreast 
that in Detroit, St. Louis and Chicago ... 
Jack’s Musical Bar on Cedar; Cafe Tia 
Juana on E. 105th at Massie; Club Congo 
on Woodland; the Corner Tavern on 
Cedar; the Paddock on Superior, Cafe So- 
ciety in E. 105th; the Ebony Lounge on 
Cedar at 69th; the Rose Room in the Hotel 
Majestic; the Loop Lounge on Prospect; 
Gleason’s Musical Bar on Woodland and 
the Cedar Gardens are hopping all night 
long. 


00°90 


Getting some of that Forest City “bread” 
are veteran emcee Bobby Marshall, who 
once kept the old Blue Grass Club on E. 
55th St. on the ball; the Red Simms combo 
from Chicago; Eddie Chamblee, who has 
added John Young, Archie Taylor, drums, 
guitarist Leo Blevins and bass fiddler Vic- 
tor Sprouls to his outfit; Shirley Moore, the 
charmer who once played piano and sang 
with the Cats ’n’ Fiddle, the Bill Johnson 
band and the Vi Burnside all-gal band: 
George Jackson. piano wizard, all are big 
time in Cleveland. 


900 


Banjo-eyed Mantan Moreland, the pint- 
sized movie comic, has teamed with dancer 
Earl Jackson and is touring the West. 
Fritz Pollard, the old Brown University 
all-America football star and proprietor 
of Harlem’s nationally famous Sun Tan 
Studios on W. 125th St., is personal man- 
ager for the outfit. 
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Lover An exciting new neighborhood plan requiring no 
Tack (Continued from Page 27) experience and no investment is bringing women 
ch in Fs explain to Ellla. like you amazing rewards for a little spare time 
ckens “It was when I was in high school,” I 
























oogie told her, recalling my adolescence and the 
eball daydreams I had lived in then. “I took a 
couple of semesters of Spanish.” 

“Sq did I,” Grace broke in, “but all I 
ging remember is adios, which means ‘goodbye’ 
mak. | —I think.” 


If you haven’t yet heard about the 
generous Harford Reward Program in 
your neighborhood, act today because 
it will prebably be brand new. With- 
out paying a penny you can get the 

lovely dress pictured in this ad or 


ding “What I remember,” I continued, car- ‘ 
omes ried away by the growing vividness of the your choice of more than 100 other 


late fashions—in your size and fa- 
vorite fabric. Learn how you can 
be rewarded beyond your dreams 

in dress-after-dress for yourself 
/ and your children—and also how 
you can make 


SPENDING MONEY TOO 


by showing one of the biggest and 
most breath-taking Style Displays 
in the world right in your own home 


sea- memory, “is a picture in one of my text- 
orig. | books. The picture of a park in Mexico 
De- | City—Chapultepec Park, it was. There 
were trees, and flowers, and—oh, I can’t 
tell you how beautiful it seemed to me. 
But ever since, I knew that someday I'd see 
it for myself.” 

— “Trees—flowers!” Grace scoffed mildly. 
me: “We've got that right here at Belle Isle 
and § Park.” 
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ind I was furious with myself for sleeping 
through half a day of my visit. So in order 
to keep the day from being a total loss, I 
decided to go to the park I'd read about 
and seen in the picture so many years ago. 
I lolled in the deep tub for a while, then I 
went to the closet where the maid had 
carefully hung the brand new summer out- 
fits I'd bought a piece at a time over the 
past year. 
Choosing a bright skirt and a colorful 
peasant blouse to match, I laid them on the 
bed and stepped into my black net lingerie. 
hen I unpinned my hair and brushed it 
down to its full length almost to my shoul- 
ders. A few touches of heady, exotic per- 
fume, and I was ready to explore the city. 
lhe little extra courtesies the hotel staff 
cave me—customarily extended to Negro 
visitors—sent my spirits soaring as I made 
my way outdoors. I found the Paseo de 

1 Reforma without difficulty and followed 
that famous boulevard through the pic- 
turesque neighborhoods into the swanky 
section of the city. The passersby turned 

stare at me now and then, but always 
with a genuine interest and a feeling of 
warmth that I sensed immediately. Every- 
ne was so friendly that I couldn’t help 
feeling perfectly at ease. 

When I reached Chapultepec Park, I 

tood entranced, drinking in the fabulous 
beauty of the place I’d seen so long ago in 
: picture book. Now I was inhaling the fra- 
erant breeze, marveling at the tremendous 

ees with their massive trunks, and it was 
breathtaking. 

It was all just as I had imagined it, only 

ore marvelous in reality. I strolled along 
the bridle path and waved to the gaily 
dressed riders as their horses pranced by. 
\t that moment, I felt that I was in a world 
created for me alone. 

Dominating the entire scene was the an- 

ent building that had once been a palace. 
[he wide veranda with its stone balustrades 
looked inviting, so I mounted the steps and 
found a spot from which I could take in 
the full view. It was so overwhelming, I 
held my breath. 

[ don’t know how long I stood there be- 
fore I felt the presence of someone else 
on that deserted part of the veranda. Slow- 
ly I turned, as if drawn by some superhu- 
man power until directly behind me I saw 
a man standing in the deepening shadows 
of the palace. A pair of eyes burned out 
at me from the dimness and a moment later 
I saw a flash of white teeth as he smiled. 
He stepped forward and walking quickly, 
silently, he moved to my side. 

\ thousand pardons, senorita,” he apol- 
gized. “I am afraid I have startled you. 
Forgive me, please.” 

[ said nothing, partly because of the 
wild tales Grace had told me about what 
happens to girls who speak to strangers, 
and partly because I was looking into a face 
in my 





['d seen countless times before 
dreams. 

{ am Carlo de Lucia.” the handsome 
stranger said, bowing politely. “I know 
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this is most unusual, but I could not keep 
from staring at you. You seemed so en- 
tranced—so carried away.” 

“Oh, I am!” I finally managed to say. 
“T’ve wanted to visit this place for ever so 
long—and now I’m here!” 

“For one, like myself. who is so sad,” 
Carlo said with a slow smile. “it is sheer 
delight to see one as happy—and as lovely 
as you.” 

“This is a lovely place.” I said care- 
fully, not wanting the conversation to get 
on a personal plane. “The park—this mag- 
nificent building—” 

“Tt was once the palace of the Empress 
Carlotta,” Carlo explained. 

“Oh, yes! Maximillian—I remember the 
story,” I cried. 

Then we fell silent. After a long pause, 
I made a move to go. 

“Please do not rush away like this, seno- 
rita,” Carlo begged. 

“But it’s getting late. I must go.” 

“Then permit me to escort you,” he said 
gallantly, and with another little bow, he 
took my arm. I chattered gaily all the way 
back to the hotel, telling Carlo about my 
trip and of all the things I hoped to see 
and do while in Mexico. 

“That is a very long list,” he commented. 
“You will require a guide. Allow me to 
offer my services.” 

“We'll see,” I half-promised. 

In the hotel lobby, Carlo again bowed, 
kissed my hand and murmured, “Adios, 
senorita. Hasta la vista.” 

My pulse leaped. Was this a mere for- 
mality or would he really arrange to see 
me tomorrow? Then I decided that here, 
anything could happen. Hadn’t my meet- 
ing Carlo proved that? 

I awoke the next morning to find the 
room banked with flowers of all descrip- 
tions. There was a card attached to some 
fragile orchids, blossoms that were common 
in this land of constant surprises, I learned. 
Phrased in the most polite language. Carlo 
suggested that he would be honored if I 
would be gracious enough to permit him 
to call that afternoon. What formal man- 
ners these Latins have! I thought. 

I breakfasted on a marvelous meal of 
huevos rancheros, finding the eggs, cooked 
ranch style, a fine beginning for what I 
hi would be another day of delightful 
surprises. When Carlo called for me I had 
been ready for nearly ten minutes, but 
waited a few minutes more to make my en- 
trance more effective. The way Carlo’s 
dark eyes sparkled in appreciation when I 
entered the lobby, told me I had succeeded. 

“First we will get some flowers.” Carlo 
said. 

“More flowers? I was practically smoth- 
ered in them this morning!” I smiled my 
thanks. “Gracias.” 

“Here, we love all beautiful things— 
flowers, music, women. Especially women,” 
Carlo added with special emphasis. 

I had resolved not to allow myself to 
be swept off my feet by Latin-American 
gallantry, but I couldn’t help thrilling to 


the obvious meaning of his words. With 
Carlo as my guide, I got a sight-seeing tour 
no ordinary tourist ever had. We went ty 
the San Juan market, where the colorfully 
dressed Mexican peasant women sell flow. 
ers by the armfuls. After leaving the mar. 
ket and its sunburst of riotous hues, we 
sipped cafe con leche—coffee with milk— 
at a sidewalk cafe. Paris? Who needs it? 
I told myself happily. 

And each day and night that followed 
was filled with similar adventures. Carly 
was a wonderful companion, and at the 
night clubs, along the street and in the 
swank Reforma Hotel bar, the two of ys 
attracted admiring glances from both men 
and women. Carlo kept his romantic jn. 
clinations well under control, and while | 
must admit I was a little disappointed, | 
knew I was “taking it easy” as Grace had 
advised. 

I had been unable to discover the cause 
of Carlo’s sadness, which he mentioned so 
often, and my curiosity grew as the days 
passed. Time and time again, right in the 
midst of a gay evening, I would catch him 
off guard and see the deep sadness in his 
flashing black eyes, note the furrows in 
his high, tanned forehead. 

“A penny for your thoughts,” I said to 
him on one of these occasions. 

He shook his head disconsolately. “Be- 
lieve me, they are not worth even a centavo, 
Nita.” 

Then, a few moments later, we were 
moving lightheartedly around the dance 
floor to the sensuous strains of toe-tingling 
rhythms. Another time, when I expressed 
my astonishment at the many modern 
buildings that dotted the city, Carlo smiled 
mysteriously and said, “There is another 
side of our country you do not know. Our 
buildings are modern, yes—brick and stone 
and steel. 

“But we have customs as ancient as the 
Indian legends that come from the moun- 
tain regions—iron-clad, unchanging cus- 
toms.” 

I did not try to analyze these baffling 
statements, nor did I understand quite 
what he was driving at. I knew only that 
for me, life would never be the same. 
Somehow, I couldn’t visualize myself ever 
going back to the drab routine of office 
work in an ugly city north of the border 
that I had all but forgotten. South of the 
border, life flowed in a smooth, even 
stream, with the sun ruling daytime ac- 
tivities and the moon taking over at night. 

But I was flitting around the crater of a 
voleano that was soon to erupt. I remember 
in vivid detail what happened that day. 
Carlo took me to Xochimilcho, a park with 
two-seated, flat-bottom boats that plied the 
narrow winding lagoon. The craft had 
flower-trimmed canopies and were pro- 
pelled by a man with a long pole up front. 
Photographers and food vendors hawked 
their wares from boats that floated past. 

Dusk fell, covering the lagoon with a 
soft, velvety veil. I felt Carlo’s arm trem- 
ble on my shoulder and his touch set off a 

high-tension chain reaction in me. He didn’t 
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speak, but his strong fingers pressed into 
my pack and seconds later, I was clinging 
to him with a fierce eagerness. Gently at 
first, then with a wild passion, his burning 
lips covered me with kisses. The strum- 
ming of a guitar floated out across the water 
and suddenly the scent of the flowers was 
like a heavy blanket weighing me down 
and down into a limpid pool, and I lost all 
sense of time and place. 


7E LEFT THE park and took a taxi to 
\ a section of the city I’d never seen be- 
fore. As we rode along the darkened 
streets, Carlo whispered words of love into 
my ear, passionate Spanish phrases that 
were like intimate caresses. We got out in 
front of a high-walled patio and after fum- 
bling in the dark for a moment, Carlo un- 
locked the gate and we entered. He took 
my hand and led me across the garden to 
the unlighted house, covered with rainbow- 
colored bougainvillea that shimmered in 
the silvery moonlight. 

Then we were inside the house and alone 
in one of the large, tapestried rooms. Carlo 
grasped my shoulders and I felt my knees 
turn to jelly. Suddenly he released me, al- 
most thrusting me from him so that I stag- 
gered against a long, low divan. 

“What is it, Carlo?” I asked, sensing 
some terrific inner struggle he was expe- 
riencing. 

“I must tell you,” he burst out, his face 
registering the conflict within him. “I am 
betrothed to another woman! My family 
arranged it when I was a child.” His voice 
grew soft and charged with emotion. “But 
it is you I love, Nita! Do you believe 
that?” 

“Yes, Carlo, I believe you,” I answered 
simply. 

He strode to the large windows, where a 
silver shaft of moonlight streamed in, then 
turned back to me. “And yet, as I have 
tried to tell you, we have customs here that 
cannot be broken. What am I to do, my 
darling?” he pleaded in an agonized voice. 
“Please help me!” 

I knew he was asking me to help him 
keep his betrothal vows, but for me that 
meant rejecting the one moment of ecstacy 
I instinctively knew comes but once to a 
woman. Carlo—the lover’s moon—the ro- 
mantic setting, plus my own dreams had 
aroused my emotions to fever pitch. 

There could be no turning back now. It 
was too much to ask of a mere human to 
toss aside the once-in-a-lifetime chance to 
know the full meaning of love. Detroit was 
a million miles away. Carlo’s fiancee did 
not even exist at that moment. Tomorrow 
was another day—tonight was mine. 

I stood near the window, bathed in moon- 
beams and thrilled to the look of desire 
in Carlo’s haunted eyes. 

“Help me, Nita!” he fairly moaned. 

But I threw back my head and my open 
arms welcomed him. I closed my eyes as 
I felt his eager, searching lips run along 
my arm from fingers to the shoulder. The 
curve of my neck tingled at his kiss. Carlo 
placed his hands on my waist, tender and 


caressing. Hot, delicious thrills played 
along my spine as our lips fused together 
in the darkness. The limpid pool of emo- 
tion was suddenly transformed into a boil- 
ing cauldron of white-hot passion and to- 
gether, we plunged in. . . 


We were supremely happy in the days 
that followed. Yet I knew that Carlo’s 
soul was tortured by the conflict raging 
within him. Knowing that each time he 
saw me was like rubbing salt into an open 
wound, I suffered too. To make matters 
worse, Carlo’s family had returned from 
the country and we could_not see each 
other as often as before. 

It seemed that his whole family con- 
spired to keep him too busy to do anything 
except follow their wishes—family dinners 
and visits arranged by his mother, Senora 
de Lucia; business matters passed on to 
him by his father; and a dozen and one 
other time-consuming details. 

Carlo had told me that he had a sister 
who had once lived in the States and some- 
how, I felt that she might understand how 
her brother and I felt about each other. I 
wanted to meet her, hoping to win her 
sympathy. But here again, the formalities 
of age-old custom interfered. I had not 
formally met the de Lucias and therefore 
could not just “drop in on them” as one 
might do in the U. S. On the other hand, 
since Carlo was engaged, practically a mar- 
ried man, he could not present me to his 





family. 

Everything appeared hopeless until one 
day, during the lull of the siesta, the phone 
in my hotel room rang and the desk clerk 
announced, “Senora Romero wishes to see 
you, Senorita.” 

“Of course, send her right up,” I said, 
then dashed into the bathroom to freshen 
my makeup. I wanted to make a good im- 
pression on the first member of Carlo’s 
family I was to meet, his married sister. 

When I opened the door for her, she 
gave me a cool look of appraisal, then ex- 
tended her hand. “Hello, I am Carmella, 
Carlo’s sister,” she said, with just the trace 
of an accent. 

“Come in, please,” 
told me about you.” 

She sat down and I watched her fumble 
with her gloves as she sought for words to 
begin. She was a tall, slim woman, almost 
as bronzed as I. Her hair was as sleek and 
black as a crow’s wing, I reflected, and her 
exactly like 


I smiled. “Carlo has 


large, lustrous were 
Carlo’s. 

She moistened her lips. “Are you in love 
with my brother?” she asked, without pre- 
liminaries. 

I decided to be frank. “Hopelessly in 
love!” I confessed. 

She shook her head sadly. “I was afraid 
of that.” 

“Afraid?” 

“Yes. You know, of course, why my par- 
ents insist that Carlo go through with the 
marriage they have arranged for him?” 

“T think so. It’s got something to do with 
people. But you 
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needn’t worry, Senora,” I told her. “I don’t 
intend to complicate things. My visit here 
has been like a beautiful dream—some- 
thing to cherish for all my life.” 

“You are leaving?” my visitor asked in 
a baffled tone. 

I nodded. “Tell your parents they have 
nothing to worry about as far as I’m con- 
cerned.” All of a sudden I wanted to be as 
far away from Carlo, his family and their 

itmoded customs as I could get. 

Senora Romero rose to go. She gave me 
1 friendly smile and held out her hand. “I 
1m truly sorry,” she said. “You see, I was 
in love—once. He was an artist, an Amer- 
ican.” She heaved a sigh of infinite sad- 
ness. “But I was a dutiful daughter and 
eturned home as my parents ordered. Now 
[ am married to a fat old merchant with as 
much romance as a donkey!” 

She blinked hard a couple of times and 
hurried out the door. The closing of that 
loor was like closing the final page on an 
exciting, but now-ended chapter of my life. 
[ knew there was no point in hanging 


iround any longer, so I dragged out my 
luggage and tossed my things into the bags 
without bothering to pack. 

That afternoon, I stood in the Mexico 
City station, with its huge glass dome, 


clancing around for Carlo even though I 
knew I was wishing for the impossible. He 
would marry the starry-eyed senorita, 
whose father could afford a dowry t2 
ize of a radio quiz jack»ot, and I would 

» back to typing briefs and filing cases in 
1 dreary Detroit law office. 

My heart was like a lump of lead as I 
boarded the train. I had soaked three 
handkerchiefs trying to keep my eyes dry. 
Then, just as the train pulled out, there 
was a commotion outside my compartment 
ind my heart stood still as Carlo burst 
through the door! 

[t took a while for all the excitement to 
die down, but finally we had to stop our 
kissing and laughing to catch our breath. 

“What happened, darling?” I gasped. 
“T thought I’d never see you again!” 

“It is quite simple,” he smiled. “I do not 
wish to become a donkey!” 

‘What in the world are 
about?” I demanded. 

“T have a very wise sister,” he explained. 
“We had a long talk together. So here I 
am.” He pulled a letter from his pocket. 
“Carmella sent this to you,” he said, hand- 
ing it to me. 

I ripped open the envelope, anxious to 

ad its contents, yet reluctant to tear my 
yes away from Carlo. At last I had it 
open and read the message. 


you raving 


Perhaps Carlo will have the 
courage I lacked. True love is 
like a precious jewel. Don’t toss 
it away as I did. Good luck! 

Carmella 


“T hope you don’t think I am as unro- 
mantic as a donkey,” Carlo whispered as 
he took me in his arms. 

here was no need for words. He could 
read the answer in my eyes)5 THE END 
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She backed away, cackling. 

Maybe I was dumb. I hadn’t realized 
what it would be like. I wasn’t ignorant— 
but I hadn’t thought about it—with Nick. 
That kiss had been awful—I couldn’t stand 
more. Maybe I could run away! But Nick 
handed the bottle back to pa and swag: 
gered over to me. Liquor was hot on his 
breath. 

“Come on,” he said, taking my arm so 
hard it bruised. “We’re going to my place.” 
As his car went down the hill, he grabbed 
my hair and pulled me across the seat 
toward him. Finally we stopped beside his 
cabin, and he pushed me inside ahead of 
him. 

The place was a pig-pen! The floor 
hadn’t even been swept for months. There 
was dirt all over, clothes piled on the floor, 
and a filthy bed. A mouse scurried from 
the table. One corner was full of empty 
bottles. 

“What you gawking at?” Nick asked. 
Ain’t it good enough?” 

“Tt’s awful,” I said. “Why didn’t you 
clean it up?” 

“When I was getting a wife? Come 
here.” 

“Let’s clean house first,” I begged. 

“T’ve had enough of that,” he said, com- 
ing toward me. “You wouldn’t look at me, 
would you? No. I wasn’t good enough. 
Had your silly nose in a book all the time. 
You couldn’t even bother to talk civil. 
Well. you’re mine now. If you don’t like 
it, I'll beat it out of you—starting now.” 
He grabbed me, slapped my face, then 
kissed me again, even harder than before. 
“Little miss high and mighty,” he said at 
last. “Thinks she’s too good for me.” He 
slapped me again. 

That was my wedding night. A blow and 
then a caress almost as brutal as another 
blow, on and on. He let go of me a few 
times to pour himself a glassful from the 
jug on the table. 


IX MONTHS later pa died of a heart 

attack. The doctor came over to me at 

the burial. “Don’t feel bad, Judy. I told 

him a year ago to quit drinking. Are you 
expecting?” 

“Yes.” I was so tired and sick I wished 
I was dead, too. 

“Come see me. You don’t look good,” 
he said before he walked away. 

Nick came over then. I felt the bottle 
bulging in his coat. He always had money 
for drink, but I never had enough for 
groceries, or house fixings. Outside of the 
few things Granny Phelps had given me, 
I didn’t have a thing for the baby, either. 





“Stop sniveling,” he ordered, pulling me 
away. “I’m hungry. After dinner I’m going 
to sell the cabins.” 

“Sell them? Why?” 

“This hollow! I’m moving where there’s 
goings on.” 

“Let’s stay here,” I pleaded, “and move 
back to pa’s. It’s a lot better than your 
cabin. We’d be comfortable there, with 
the baby.” 

“Shut up,” he said. “I’m boss.” He'd 
drunk more than I’d noticed I guessed— 
enough to make him mean. I shut up. 

That was how we left. Nick never told 
me how much was in the thick wad of bills 
he got for the cabins. 

Pa wasn’t a good father, but I don’t 
think he knew the wrong he did—didn’t 
realize the vicious streak in Nick. Pa’d 
have done better to let me stay single. 

A fellow Nick knew was here in Victor- 
ville. He ran a place, bigger than most 
of them I’d seen on the trip, and as | 
found out later, with a back room for 
gambling. We pulled up in front and Nick 
got out. “I'll be back some time,” he said. 

I asked him for fifty cents, because | 
hadn’t eaten since noon the day before. 
“Selfish, ain’t you? Always thinking about 
you. Well, I got better uses for my money.” 
He swaggered away. 

It was near midnight when he came 
back. It was cold, even for summer, and 
I'd had chills since sundown. Even my old 
coat didn’t warm me. Every little bit I'd 
doze, and then a car would stop near, with 
fancy dressed folks in it, and I'd wake up. 

Finally Nick came back. He was feeling 
good, I could tell easy. “You still here?” 
he asked. “I figured you’d be gone by now.” 

“Where?” I asked through chattering 
teeth. 

“Um—fix up, and you could go most any 
place.” 

“Tt takes money,” I murmured. 

“T brought you some supper,” he said, 
pulling a small sack from one pocket, his 
constant bottle from the other. “A ham 
sandwich. Got a good job—bouncing.” 

The shabby hotel room we rented that 
night was our home for five months. It 
wasn’t any better than the shack had been. 
Nick stayed in bed most of the day, and 
seemed to delight in torturing me when 
he woke, and when he came home at dawn. 

Twice the landlady demanded that we 
be quiet, or leave. She was an angel, 
though—giving me cleaning in return for 
two meals a day. If it hadn’t been for that, 
I'd have starved. Nick met that woman, 
brought her home, and then constantly 
compared her with me, and the dragged 
out way I looked. 

One night, Nick got home early. For 
some reason I didn’t wake up until he fell 
right on top of me. “Gimme a kiss,” he 
said, liquor heavy on him. I tried to push 
him away. “Oh, little miss high and mighty 
again, huh? I thought I had that all beat 
out of you. Okeh, we’ll start in again and 
do it over, right now.” 

At that moment I gasped with sudden 
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pain. “Nick—please—tleave me alone. The 


baby—” 
“Damn the baby! That’s all I hear. I’m 


the only one that counts. You and your 
gab about that brat.” He staggered to the 
dresser. pulled out a knife. “Ill fix him 
right now, he yelled, and plunged toward 
me. God alone knows how I got away be- 
fore the knife went through the covers. 
As he raised the knife again, I ran for my 
life, screaming. 

Just as I got to the head of the stairs, 
Nick caught up with me and shoved. I fell 
on the halfway landing, stayed a second, 
and then the railing gave way and I 
plunged onto the first floor. Above me, 
Nick laughed like some unhappy devil. 
Then everything vanished. 

There was an endless plateau of tearing 
pain—an end to the pain, and hearing that 
I had a son—a while later, that Nick was 
dead. I couldn’t stop laughing until a 
needleful of medicine made me sleep. 


SUDDENLY realized I was still hold- 

ing my black skull cap with its new 
veil and pink rose. What was the matter 
with me? I never mooned over the past. I'd 
come a long way since then. I couldn't 
afford to think about Nick, and pa, and 
life in the hollow. I was getting along fine 
now. I didn’t have any problems, hardly 
any responsibilities. 

Going back to school after Nick died 
was unbelievably hard. They all remem- 
bered the accident, and most of them, even 
a few teachers, stuck Nick’s reputation on 
me. I wanted to tell them I didn’t even 
drink, that pa had made me marry him, 
that I was glad he was dead, but they 
looked at me, and I knew I couldn’t ex- 
plain. 

That was harder than anything else— 
taking care of my baby, working for our 
rom and board, studying—being in a 
strange town and trying to catch up after 
being out a year. Everyone acted like be- 
ing a widow at seventeen, and having a 
baby, was a crime. 

After graduation, the family I’d worked 
for gave me references so I could get a 
paying job. But I wasn’t going to be a 
housekeeper. “Clerking doesn’t pay enough 
for a girl in your position,” they said. 

When I mentioned business school, they 
thought I was silly. But I’d gotten almost 
straight A’s. I had to improve myself. 

Stevie and I moved to one tiny room, and 
he spent the day in nursery school. He 
was two, dark like Nick, but always happy. 
Careful as I was, the rest of the money 
from the railroad was gone long before | 
graduated. 

Head of the class: I had four job offers. 
Eenie, meenie, miney, moe—I picked Brian 
Forbes because his advertising agency was 
going places. In six months I was out of 
debt. I'd cut corners all my life. Now I was 
making a good living. I was going to have 
fun. 

I'd been looking for a better apartment 
for a week when I ran into a girl who 
looked oddly familiar, coming out of the 


doctor’s office across the hall from Brian’s 
office. “It—it’s Judy Anderson, isn’t it?” 
she asked timidly. “Do you remember me? 
I’m Noreen Adams—it was Carter, before 
I got We were in the same 
classes.” 

I remembered. She’d snubbed me worse 
than most. Impulsively, I suggested lunch. 
While we ate, she told me about the acci- 
dent her husband had been in. With a 
broken back. it would be a year before he 
could come home—and she was going to 
have a baby. 

That would be perfect, I thought—and 


suggested that I move in with her. 
x # 


married. 


A redhead can always find a man with 
a free evening. There are salesmen, out of 
town buyers, fellows on vacation. Noreen 
couldn’t say much. I was paying enough 
to keep her and her baby girl in their 
comfortable home. I deserved what fun I 
I could get. Our board took most of my 
pay, but I didn’t care. It was worth it, hav- 
ing Stevie off my mind. 

I couldn’t count the men Id dated in the 
past year. Every few days I’d hear from 
the friend of a friend, and off we'd go. 
They had to admit they got plenty of 
laughs for their money. Let Brian Forbes 
glare at me when he came back from 
lunch. He probably had fun his way. and 
I had fun my way. What if I did fall asleep 
at noon? I did my work. 

The back door opened and shut loudly. 
That must be Stevie and Noreen home 
from visiting her Bob. It was later than I'd 
thought. “Where a Noreen called. 
“T want to talk to you.” 

Stevie zoomed around our room. “I’m an 
airplane, mommy. See, I’m an airplane.” 

“Run outside,” Noreen said. “I want to 
talk to your mother.” 

“Sure, auntie Noreen,” 


are you?” 


Stevie darted out- 
side. 

“T'll come right out and tell you.” No- 
reen said. “You'll have to move—right 
away. Bob’s coming home next week.” 

“T can wait until he’s ready to work. 
There’s no sense in your going farther into 
debt now.” 

“You'll get out now,” 
out the window. 

“Why, Noreen? Why right now?” 

“You asked for it. I wasn’t going to tell 
you—but since you want it that way—” 
she spun around to face me, “I didn’t tell 
Bob that you’re here. He knows I rented 
this room, but I didn’t tell him about you. 
He’d have a fit. Maybe he’ll find out some- 
day—but I won’t ruin his homecoming.” 

“What’s the matter with me?” I asked, 
not understanding her. 

“You want that, too?” she laughed un- 
pleasantly. “You’re a cheap tramp and 
you always have been. When Bob learns 
I’ve been living with a woman who chases 
everything in pants—” She glanced at the 
hat Id finished, “Fancy clothes—even with 
the money you pay me. Bob won’t find out 
about you. I'll call the police if I have to. 
They could handle you.” 

“Just a minute,” I said. 


she said, staring 


“T haven’t been 
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You can do something about it. Yes, 
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if not delighted with the results 














SKIN-SUCCESS OINTMENT 
gives blessed relief from 




















stubborn itching misery ) 
of eczema, ringworm, etc. 
ointment PALMER's ana soap 














Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 












DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 

k the Drinking Cycle 
LY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
’ | ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “cure, * but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol, GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
tre: a nt is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
clude a —need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social ——s . One happy ALCOREM user writes: 

‘PLEA SENL © MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOR EM AT ONC iB FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND ry AD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send . 

21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM ; 

Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR M¢ A . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Went 2 &., in As me wrapper. 
Pay pesteaen $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS + DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


65 














“NOW TRY WHAT I USE FOR MY 


SOFT, SILKY, LONG 
LOVELY-LOOKING 
HAIR!” 


—says 
Dorothy 
Dandridge 


Famous Singing and 
TV Star 











1 USE LANOLIN RICH LONG-AID 
For Hair and Scalp with K-7 
Sensational New All-In-One Home Treatment 
GUARANTEED To Work in 3 Days or NO COST! 
Lasts 5 to 10 Days Longer! Now Also Rich in 
Lanolin! Accept FREE TRIAL OFFER Now! 
Try At Home Free of Risk 
Ladies, read amazing 3-way promise! First, kills 
on contact many scalp bacteria and germs that 
cause itch, irritation. Second, helps relieve dry, 
brittle, breaking hair, that coarse, “short hair’’ 
look. Third, destroys certain odor-causing bacteria; 
hair and scalp stay fresh, sweet-smelling. You SEE 
results, or money back. Send coupon now. 
ABSOLUTE GUARANTEE 
ONG-AID makes no exaggerated claims. We only 
ask you try it in your home. Try 3 days; watch results. 
Unless COMPLETELY SATISFIED, your money back, 
and keep 30-day LONG-AID supply as FREE GIFT. 
MAIL FREE OF RISK COUPON TODAY! 


KEYSTONE COMPANY, Dept. 1-34 
P.O. Box 2026 
DeSoto Station, Memphis, Tennessee 
Gentlemen: 
Yes, | want to try amazing new LONG-AID with K-7. 
! understand that | can use 3 days. Unless it does 
everything claimed, you send my money back, and 
| keep supply of LONG-AID as free gift. 
Enclosed is $1.00 plus 20¢ tax. LONG-AID pays all 
postage! 
Send C.O.D. | will pay postman $1.20 plus postage 
and C.O.D. charges. 
NAME 
ADDRESS Lieecebigkesasiueenaaiacetite 
CITY nee: .ZONE 





Se 


Send for FREE BOOK 


on DENTAL NURSING 


Describes fully WAYNE train- 
ing for DENTAL NURSING 
—X-Ray, Lab, Chairside as- 
sisting, glamour and personal- 
ity development. It’s a Big-Pay 
field, and the Wayne Plan 
shortensclass room attendance 
through preliminary home 
study.Send forfreebook today, 


WAYWE SCHOOL, Ie. 














2521 Sheffield Avenue 
Lab T-23, Chicago 14, Illinois 


BIG DEMAND... 


Full or Part Time 
Employment Opportunities * 
Help fill the great need for Trained 
Practical Nurses and be well paid for it. 
Learn in spare time by Wayne Training Plan. 
Doctors welcome it. High school not necessary. 


@ SEND COUPON FOR FREE INFORMATION 
Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Easy Payments. 
Nurses Outfit included. ACT NOW and 
get sample of lesson FREE. 

ee A 
DESK EX-35 

WAYNE SCHOOL OF 

PRACTICAL NURSING 

2525 Sheffield Ave., CHICAGO 14, ILL. 


Name 
Address 
Ci ty 


ZONE on 
COUNTY State 











=m, 

















66 





doing anything wrong, and you know it. 
Sure, I go out. The most any man ever 
does is kiss me goodnight. I get good pay 
and give you most of it—that’s an old hat 
with new trimmings. If you want me to, 
I'll get out. But I’m not a tramp.” 

She tossed her head, though she looked 
a bit uncertain. “I don’t believe you,” she 
said. “Bob’s coming home Wednesday.” 

“We'll be gone,” I promised, and some- 
how managed to find a shabby apartment 
Tuesday night. It would be a lot cheaper 
than Noreen’s—even with groceries. She’d 
been getting over three fourths of my pay. 
I'd have more money—and in my own 
apartment I could entertain some. 

Even the garbage-can-lined sidewalks 
and run-down buildings didn’t seem im- 
portant. 

The first two months went fine. Stevie 
and I left the same time mornings, and he 
took care of himself after school. I spent 
a few evenings painting the apartment, 
waxed the floors, and made chintz slip cov- 
ers and curtains, until the apartment 
looked like something in a magazine. But 
most evenings the phone rang before we'd 
finished eating. I'd get a sitter, change 
quickly, and be off. If possible, I went out 
more than I had before. 

It was spring again. That was why, the 
first few nights. I didn’t exactly blame 
Stevie for being late. Even at six, that last 
minute outdoors is a magic time that can’t 
be wasted—all the heaven that winter de- 
nied. But late every night for a week was 
too much! 

There was a big-name orchestra in town 
on a one-night stand, and I was going 
dancing! I read a story one time that said 
heaven, or hell, was an individual matter. 
If you liked to read, your heaven would 
be reading, or, if you went in the other 
direction, eternity would be an inch from 
books. My heaven would be a dance floor, 
with music drifting across it. 

It was nearly seven, and dark outside, 
when I heard the downstairs door close 
hard. Not thinking, I went into the hall 
and stood by the steps. I was worried, and 
more than that, just plain mad because he 
was late, and I was in a hurry. “Stevie,” 
I began as dragging footsteps came up the 
stairs, “what’s wrong? I asked you to come 
home early. Hurry up, so I can eat and go.” 

I gasped! The person coming up the 
steps wasn’t Stevie! It was a hulking brute 
of a truck driver who lived another flight 
up. I’d seen him at a distance several times. 
He glanced up, grinning unpleasantly, and 
coming nearer and nearer. “Expectin’ 
someone?” he asked. Then, “Won't I do?” 

I backed away, but as I got near my 
door he lunged, grabbing me and shoving 
me back into the kitchen. “What’s the 
matter?” he leered. “Don’t be high hat. 
I see you stepping with them fancy guys. 
I’m just as good. It’s time you and me had 
some fun.” 

“Get out of here,” I said. ““My son’s com- 
ing home and I’m busy. Get out.” 

“We'll send him to a movie, and you and 


me’ll stay here alone. When you get used 
to me, I’m real nice.” 

“Get out!” 

He laughed, his shiny eyes going over 
me like he saw under my clothes. “Let’s 
have a little drink,” he said, “and then 
you can kiss me.” He held the bottle to my 
lips. 

“No—no—.” I tried to wiggle away, but 
he was pushing me into a corner. “Get out 
of here!” I hit at him and he laughed. 

“Little spitfire! That’s the way I like 
them. Come on, take a drink,” he stuck the 
bottle up again and I clawed at him. It 
slipped, spilling most of it down my dress, 
“You devil!” he muttered, grabbing me. 
I ducked, and bit his shoulder—hard. 

Suddenly I was skidding across the 
floor, and stopped at the far wall, half 
under the stove. “I'll learn you to bite.” 
he yelled. “You're no better than I am. I'll 
fix you so you'll be glad to have me kiss 
You'll beg me to be nice, and kiss 
you.” He lifted his big booted foot from 
the floor and held it an inch frem my face. 

What’s the matter with me? I wondered 
wildly. Always this—the look on his face, 
the threat—I’d had them from pa since I 
\ as a baby, then Nick, and now, when I'd 
thought I was past it and could have fun 
and forget, I was back with the same hor- 
ror. My neat little kitchen seemed strange. 
Maybe I didn’t belong here. Maybe I 
should have stayed in the hollow. 

“What do you say?” he asked slowly, 
like he was having fun waiting. “Wanna 
get kissed, or kicked?” 

“You'd smash my face up!” I stalled. 

“Sure. Girls don’t go cold on me. When 
I want something, I want it now. You can’t 
say no.” 

“T just—” I tried to smile, “don’t like 
being rushed. After all, I want to know a 
man before I—I kiss him, so I can decide 
how to kiss him.” 

“Say.” he half laughed, “you’re not so 
bad. I thought you had something, all the 
men around.” He pulled me up. “But don’t 
try that hard to get stuff, ‘cause it won't 
work.” 

“T wouldn’t dream of it,” I said stiffly. 

“Come here,” he said, pulling me close. 


you. 


T THAT MOMENT the door, which 

had been ajar, swung open. There 
were two policemen in the doorway. “We 
didn’t knock,” said the thin one. 

The truck driver let go so abruptly I had 
to grab the sink to steady myself. The fat 
policeman walked over to me. “I’m think- 
ing you're Mrs. Anderson?” 

“Oh, I'm so glad! Who called you? This 
man—” 

The fat policeman sniffed. “I’m knowing 
all about you. You'll be coming to the sta- 
tion with us.” 

“T’d be glad to. This man forced his way 
in here and—” 

“The captain is wanting a word with 
you,” he said, taking my arm. 

“Wait a minute,” I said, remembering. 
“Stevie—my little boy—isn’t home yet. I 
have to stay here.” 
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The two policemen looked at each other 
orimly. “Come on,” the younger one said. 
“You, too, buddy.” The truck driver came 
with us. Except for the police radio that 
proke the silence with calls every little bit, 
ihe prowl car was quiet all the way. 

“Right in here,” the policeman pointed 
as we went in the station. “The captain's 
waiting.” I stared around me at the white 
painted walls, the long bench with young 
hoys crammed on it. My breath caught in 
- throat. At one end, dirty anc bedrag- 
aed, tired. and his face tear-streaked, was 
“ Stevie! I tried to pull away from the 
officer, but he guided me through the door. 

The captain looked up wearily. “Her 
and some man were necking in her kitch- 
en.” the fat policeman said. “She don’t 
act it, but smells to be about half tight.” 

My cheeks burned. “You wouldn’t listen 
to me. He forced his way into my apart- 
ment and spilled a bottle of whiskey on 
me. I don’t drink. Arrest him. And what’s 
Stevie doing here? He should be home.” 

“Sit down,” the captain said. “You 
don’t act drunk. We’ve been watching you 
quite a while.” He pulled out cigarettes, 
lit one. “You go out a lot, don’t you?” 

“Of course. Why?” 

“We noticed that, and wondered. Today 
we broke up a gang of boys.” 

“Stevie?” I cried. “Not Stevie?” 

He nodded. “They’ve been up to every- 
thing—garbage cans overturned, street 
lights and windows broken—shoplifting. 
There’s a school playground, but it’s too 
tame for the bigger boys. Your son is the 
smallest member of the gang.” 

“What did he do?” I asked. The captain 
pointed to some trinkets on his desk. “Cos- 
tume jewelry? But why? He doesn’t have 
to steal. He has. money.” 

“You work?” 

“Yes,” 

“Where?” I told him. “Can I call him?” 

“Call him? Why?” 

“You should have somebody standing by 
you. Brian’s a right guy.” He dialed, spoke 
for a moment. “That’s the trouble with 
working mothers.” he said as he hung up. 
“You forget you have a job with your 
children, too. You never even wonder what 
they do after school—do you?” 

“Why—he played. He’s nearly seven. At 
that age I was keeping house.” 

“Any tough boys in the neighborhood?” 

“Well—” I remembered the _ rolling 
fields back home, the quarter mile to the 
nearest neighbor’s, the chores even toddlers 
had. “Well—no.” 

“Too many mothers,” he continued, “for- 
get children need love and appreciation. 
Older, tougher kids in gangs give the 
youngsters the only approval and feeling 
of belonging in their lives. Like today— 
Stevie felt important because he got the 
‘loot’ the leader ordered. How long since 


> ’, . . 
youve made him feel important and 
needed?” He got up suddenly and left 


the room. 

I was still crying, and wishing I'd 
brought my purse with me when the door 
opened again, and the captain and Brian 
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came in. Brian looked sturdy, and depend- 
able. I wanted to put my head on his 
shoulder, like a tired child. But after be- 
ing dragged into this mess, he’d probably 
never want to see me again, let alone have 
me weeping like a baby. 

“She doesn’t drink,” he said. “So if she 
smells of liquor,” he came over to me, “and 
she certainly does, then it got spilled like 
she said.” 

“She goes out a lot,” the captain said. 
‘We'd have brought her in if we’d ever 
aught her in a bar alone, or acting sus- 
picious. But apparently she’s all right.” 

“She likes to dance,” said Brian. “She 
goes out with men she meets in the office, 
or friends of theirs. If she was on the 
make I wouldn’t have her around.” 

“You're right. But her son’s in trouble 
now.” 

Brian glanced at me. “It won’t happen 
again, will it, Judy?” 

I shook my head. “I hope not.” 

“Well,” said the captain, “this was the 
first time—.” 

Brian took my arm. “I'll drive you 
home.” We got Stevie from the outside 
office. In Brian’s car, Stevie curled up in 
a corner, shaking. I touched him, and re- 
alized suddenly how very thin he was, how 
small—and amazingly, how precious. When 
we got home I picked Stevie up for the 
first time since he’d learned to walk. “You 
feel like working tomorrow?” Brian 
asked. 

“If you want me,” I said. 

“Don’t be silly. Of course I do.” 

Upstairs, I took Stevie’s jacket off him, 
and brushed back his long hair. “You need 
a haircut,” I smiled. 

“Are you mad at me?” he asked. 

“We all make mistakes. You won’t any 
more, will you?” I really looked at him 
for the first time in his life, at his wistful 
dirty face, tightly clenched fists, at his 
hunched little shoulders. With the shock of 
a blow I realized that I'd been hating 
him! 

“No,” he said, “I won’t do it any more.” 

“Come on,” I said. “We have hot dogs 
for supper, and mashed potatoes. It’s been 
ready for hours.” I turned on the fire to 
reheat everything. When I filled his plate, 
he said, “I can eat by myself, if you want 
om 

“IT thought I’d stay home,” 
“Would you like that?” 

“Gee!” his face lit up. “You were going 


I said. 


dancing.’ 

“Um—changed my mind. How about 
walking down to the drug store after sup- 
per, and getting you some new color books 
and crayons? Then we’ll listen to the radio 
ind have fun.” 

“Gee!” he said, his whole face bright, 
“an airplane book?” 

“Why not?” He grinned at me. Although 
I grinned back, my heart was crying inside 
me. I'd hated him! Just like pa had hated 
me—for being born. It hadn’t been Stevie’s 
fault he was born any more than it had 
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been mine, but blindly, pa and I had hated 
the innocent babies God had given us. 

Pa never even realized it, just didn’t 
love me, and then made me marry Nick. 
But I’d found out in time! Sure, I’d taken 
care of Stevie physically—fed and clothed 
him. and given him a home. But I hadn’t 
loved him. 

The minute I could, I’d dumped him 
with Noreen, or sitters, and left him with- 
out the love he needed. I was just lucky 
I'd found out in time. If the police hadn’t 
caught him, there was no telling where it 
would have ended—and he wouldn’t have 
been to blame for any of it. 

He finished eating and put his plate in 
the sink. “Come on,” I said, “We'll get ice 
cream, too.” 

We had fun between then and bedtime. 
We each had a drippy chocolate ice cream 
cone, and came home with an armful of 
color books and funny papers. I read to 
him for a while, and he snuggled up soft 
and small and contented. It was—well, it 
was like an explorer discovering a new 
island, or a doctor a new medicine—a 
weak, butterfly “did God really give me 
this?” feeling. After the first three calls, 
I took the phone off the hook. 


HE NEXT MORNING one of the 

neighbor women agreed to watch 
Stevie after school. At noon I asked to get 
my phone taken out. That would be the 
easiest solution. With no phone, most of 
the fellows I knew would forget me. I could 
say no to the others. Because, after last 
night, I knew I couldn’t date as I had. 

It would have been all right if I were 
eighteen or nineteen. But with a six-year- 
old, it wasn’t right. I saw that now. No 
wonder Noreen had made me leave—and 
that truck driver had forced his way in. 

They thought that I—with a child and 
no husband—dated because I was man- 
crazy, not just because I wanted fun, and 
that was the only way I knew to have it. 
There’s a big difference between wanting 
fun and being bad, but most people don’t 
understand unless they know or love you. 
They judge you from what apparently 
happens. 

I didn’t exactly blame them for think- 
ing I was wild. I'd acted wild, dating any- 
one, leaving Stevie. I’d hurt my own repu- 
tation, and worse, I’d hurt Stevie. Luckily, 
I had another chance. But I’d have to take 
care of my son like most mothers would 
have all along. 

Within a week, Brian asked, “What’s the 
matter, Judy? You haven’t gone to sleep 
for three days.” 

“T reformed.” 

“Well. congratulations. How come?” 

“Oh, a very important young man!” I 
meant Stevie, but strangely Brian’s face 
darkened, and he went into his office im- 
mediately. After that he never stopped at 
my desk any more. 

“Are you sick?” I asked him one Fri- 
day afternoon. 

“T’m all right, Mrs. Anderson.” 


“You're losing weight, and you look lik, 
you need sleep.” It was true. His face wa 
pale, his eyes deep circled. I touched hj 
hand. “If I can help, Brian, please tg) 
me.” 

He jerked away as if I'd burned hip 
“It’s nothing.” he said, going back in }j 
office, though he’d been going out. For th 
first time, he slammed the door. I diy 
know what to do. There was something 
wrong, but I couldn’t understand wha 
Remembering how wonderful he’d alway 
been, and how he stuck up for me at the 
police station, I felt sick inside. I wantej 
to put my arms around him and find oy 
what was wrong. 

I—why, I loved him! I knew it as sud. 


denly as I’d realized, a few weeks earlier § 


that I'd resented Stevie unknowingly. By 
how could I help him? How could I tej 
him? After all that had happened, }y 
wouldn’t want me getting personal. 

Before I could decide. he left. “I won) 
be back this afternoon,” he said. “Lock 
up when you go.” 

“You’re sick,” I cried. “Let me help 
you!” I grabbed his arm. 

“No!” He pulled away, tortured looking 
“Leave me alone.” 

I don’t know how I finished the after. 
noon. I was worried half sick myself. “Are 
we going to the zoo tomorrow, mom” 
Stevie asked me at supper time. 

“The zoo?” I stared at him. 

“You said we’d—but it’s okey if you 
don’t want to. We'll go some other time 
I don’t mind, mom. Honest.” 

“We'll go.” We'd been going some place 
every weekend, to the park, or movies 
Even if my world was collapsing, I couldn’ 
disappoint Stevie. “We'll start early and 
spend all day.” 

“Right after breakfast?” 

We were in front of the lion cages when 
I came face to face with Brian! He hada 
little girl, about Stevie’s age. “My niece, 
Margie,” he said stiffly. 

“Hi,” Margie said, dimpling. 

“You know the young man in my life,” 
I said. 

“Race to the monkey house?” Stevie 
asked. They flew along the wide path. 

“Is he the—the IMPORTANT young 
man?” Brian asked, strangely eager. 

“Who else?” I laughed. 

“T was hoping,” Brian said, pulling me 
gently toward the nearest bench, “that 
maybe I was, too.” 

“Brian!” I stared at him, my heart in 
my throat. 

“I was afraid to say anything—you had 
so much fun—and you didn’t want to set 
tle down. Then you quit going out and 
said—remember—that you had a very in 
portant young man—and I thought that let 
me out. I was so sorry I hadn’t said—” 

“Said what?” 

“How much I love you. I know you'te 
had a hard life—but I'd be good to you 
Trust me. I’d make a good husband—just 
think about it. Don’t say no yet.” 

Why—he was pleading! But I loved 
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will make a Horoscope Dress for you with your very own 
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your own lucky horoscope symbol 
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Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 5) 


11th to the 31st and is the high spot of the 
year for the Aries-born, with encourage. 
ment to Gemini, Leo, Sagittarius and 
Aquarius birthdays. 

While the entire month provides romap. 
tic excitement and presents a favorable out. 
look for entertainment and social affairs 
in general, the marriage rating is not so 
promising. This is due to a constant con. 
flict between the planets Mars and Jupiter, 

As a result, there is the danger of ex. 
travagance, hasty judgment, legal troubles 
and other difficulties for either one or both 
parties contemplating marriage. Where 
marriage is intended, the 9th, 23rd and the 
afternoon of the 14th are the best in the 
month, with less confusion and more har. 
mony. These same three dates apply also 
to proposals and engagements. Dates to 
be avoided are the Ist, 4th, 7th, 26th and 
31st. 

The full moon of the 17th and 18th 
brings in the high tide for love life and 
conjugal happiness. Birthdays under Virgo 
and Libra have a less attractive period for 
romance and marriage for this is the time 
when the opposite side of the Zodiac is in 
flated and their star tide is out. The: 
persons will do well to hold to established 
contacts, save disappointment and face life 
with a smile in anticipation of brighter 
inducements in the months immediately 
ahead. 

Number combinations in the lead are 3, 
8 and 9; 3, 5 and 9; 4, 6 and 8, with 9 the 
most promising number. Should some 
form of delay or postponement occur in 
job, business or money matters during the 
first two weeks, a change for the better and 
renewed activity can be looked for follow 
ing the 15th, with much encouragement 
prevailing during the third week. 

Following are selected days for March 
that are considered as being more benef 
cial to the 12 signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries: 2, 5, 7, 10, 13, 16, 24, 26, 30. 

Taurus: 3, 7, 13, 17, 18, 23, 26, 28, 31. 

Gemini: 1, 3, 6, 10, 16, 19, 23, 29, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 7, 9, 11, 18, 21, 23, 26, 30. 

Leo: 5, 10, 11, 13, 14, 20, 23, 25, 26. 

Virgo: 3, 7, 9, 11, 12, 13, 17, 23, 26, 2% 

Libra: 1, 3, 11, 13, 14, 16, 19, 25, 29, 0 

Scorpio: 3, 4, 11, 12, 13, 17, 18, 21, 28, 31. 

Sagittarius: 1, 3, 5, 8, 11, 13, 15, 19, 23, 


Capricorn: 4, 7, 9, 11, 17, 18, 21, 23, 26, 


Aquarius: 2, 4, 6, 10, 13, 19, 23, 26, 29. 

Pisces: 3, 9, 11, 12, 13, 21, 23. 26, 28, 30. 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, send a self 
addressed, stamped envelope to Helen 
Sides, Tan, 1820 South Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago 16. 
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What It 
Takes To 
Be A Model 


(Continued from Page 25) 





advised them, “Go ahead and get your 
degree, then think about modeling.” 

Repeatedly, I caution ambitious young 
girls not to go into modeling with the idea 
d living solely on modeling fees. Few 
models are that successful; the majority 
of them must supplement their earnings 
with other work. I think it is essential that 
a would-be model be able to support her- 
self untii—and even after—she is launched 
on her career. 


| DO NOT THINK a great deal of for- 
mal education is a must, but intelligence 
certainly is. A high school diploma and 
the ability to meet people and converse in- 
telligently will carry a girl a long way 
toward success. 

Just when and which modeling school 
the novice should attend is a matter of per- 
sonal choice. In my case, it happened that 
modeling school was the last phase of my 
preparation, but I had already acquired a 
background that was well-rounded enough 
to enable me to use my professional train- 
ing to best advantage. 

In Paris the feeling is that 
schools are not essential. The mannequin 
is put out there to sink or swim. If she 
makes good she is a step closer to star- 
dom; if she fails, she is released and an- 
other girl takes her place. The turnover 
among newcomers in the fashion salons is 
terrific. 

The procedure in America is slightly 
diferent because we have the advantage of 
modeling schools. The process of elimina- 
tion goes on during training and the model 
does not have to wait until she is facing 
an audience to discover whether or not she 
is suited for the profession. However, I 
must point out that graduation from model- 
ing school is just the beginning. How far 
the model will go depends so much upon 
her own personality and individual ability. 

Perhaps my own experience will illus- 
trate the main point I want to make—that 
there is no cut and dried formula for suc- 
cess, A great deal depends upon luck, and 
luck is something I define as being at the 
right place at the right time and meeting 
the right person. These three factors were 
present when I walked into Dior’s fashion 
salon in July, 1949, and right into my first 
Paris modeling job. 

I became a model purely by chance. 
Like most youngsters, I was 
about what I wanted to be. Being a prod- 
uct of the South, the choice seemed to be 
narrowed down to doctor or teacher. In 
fact, I didn’t know there were other pro- 


modeling 


uncertain 


fessions open to us until later when I went 

Los Angeles. It was there I saw how 
young people with high school educations 
were making good in a variety of well- 
paying jobs. 

.I decided to become a doctor and at- 
tended Wiley College in Texas. Being the 
seventh of eight children, I didn’t have the 
money to buy a lot of beautiful clothes. 
But I had inherited good taste from my 
mother, and, being skillful with the needle, 
I managed to be chosen the “most beauti- 
ful on campus” in my first year. My 
mother had always made my clothes, but 
at Wiley I used to lie in bed and sketch 
original designs for her to follow. Between 
the two of us, I managed always to be well- 
dressed. 

Mother passed away just about the time 
I completed my pre-medical course and 
knowing that medical school was out of the 
question, I had to change my plans for the 
future. I went to live with an uncle in Los 
Angeles and worked for a time as a postal 
clerk, and taught in high school for six 
months. Then I became secretary for the 
boilermakers’ union—Mother, being very 
practical, had insisted I take typing in 
college. My boss noticed the way I dressed 
and the new hair styles I experimented 
with and remarked one day. “You know, 
you ought to go into fashions, Dorothea.” 

That started me to thinking seriously 
about modeling. You know how it is when 
someone puts an idea in your mind; sud- 
denly, everything you see or do seems to 
be connected with that thought. When I 
leafed through Vogue and Harpers Bazaar, 
for instance, I saw them through different 
eyes. I compared my figure with those of 
the fashion models and it occurred to me 
that some day I might be on the pages of 
those magazines. 

It was then that I decided to go to 
modeling school, at the same time taking 
courses in ballet and studying drama under 
William DeMille at the University of 
Southern California. At modeling school, 
I was of 18 girls chosen as 
photogenic” out of 300 students and was 
photographic 


one “most 
given a special course in 
modeling. 

Los Angeles is fashion-conscious 
and at that time there were half a dozen 
fashion shows being staged each week. I 
became the first Negro to work in them as 
Then I into 
the production end of fashion shows and 


very 


a professional model. went 
one of the biggest I helped stage was held 
at Earl Carroll’s in Hollywood. In 1949 
I got my chance to go to Paris. 

I planned to stay for only two months, 
just long enough to pick up some ideas I 


might use when I returned to the U.S. I 
ended up staying three years. 
My big break came shortly after I 


arrived in Paris. I went by Christian Dior’s 
to see his latest creations because I had 
much about his house 
and Words can’t the 
thrill that swept over me when right out 
of the blue Dior asked me, “Can you stay 
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The Kinsey Reports (male and female) are the widest 
investigations into sexual behavior in America, Small 
wonder they broke like bombshells! If the sex laws 
were strictly enforced, according to Kinsey, 90% of 
the adult population could be jailed. Actual figures 
are given on sex practices of men and women in a new 
book explaining both Kinsey Reports—-FROM FREUD 
TO KINSEY—offered here ¥ = $1.98. (The orig- 
inal reports now sell for $15 
NEW FACTS ABOUT "YOURSELF 
Things previously not talked about now appear wide- 
spread and common. For people who are tortured with 
shame, startling new information is available. Many 
divorces may be averted and broken families saved 
with this new knowledge. This amazing book also 
presents other vital 20th century sex studies. Works 
of Freud, Ellis, Stopes, Sanger and others are ex- 
plained in simple, non-technical language. 
ORDER ON APPROVAL—SAVE $13.52 

Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper for 
10 days FREE examination. If not thoroughly satis- 
fied, return for immediate refund of complete purchase 
price. Don’t wait! Act now! 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL «> MAIL COUPON NOW 


PLAZA BOOK o.. Dept. K943 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. | 
Rush FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrap- 
per for 10 DAY FREE TRIAL. If not satisfied, I i 

get my purchase price refunded at once. 

O Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage- 1 
O I enciose $1.98. You pav al! postage. 
Name 


Address 
City. Zone 
“Canada & Foreign—No C.0.D.—Send $2.50 
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Try this new amazing 
scientific home method to 


Add Shapely Curves to 


SKINNY LEGS! 


Which of These at ankles, calves, 


“Me vous?” thighs, knees, hips! 


Are Yours? 

Stop being self-conscious 
about our scrawny, y 
legs! Men are always attract- 
. ed by shapely appealing legs. 
Straight Skinny legs rob the rest of 
Hips your figure of attractiveness! 

Give yourself a chance to loo! 
good in the latest fashions of 
hieher skirts, bathing suits, 






— shorts, ete. Now at last you 
Scrawny too can try to help yourself, 
Thighs improve underdeveloped ee 
due to normal causes, and fill 
out any part of your legs you 
wish ... toothpick ankles ... 
stringbean calves... bony knees 
e 
n 
Knees 





tific method. Weil known author- 
ity on legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested and 
proven scientific course—only fif- 
teen minutes a day—in the pri- 
vacy of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy 
SCIENTIFIC LEG technique with 


_— simple instructions; gaining 
Stringbean stronger legs, improving skin color 
Calves and circulation of legs; also nor- 
causes of skinny legs, plus 

leg measurement chart of each 


section of leg according to height 
and weight. From the very first 
day you may feel the exhilarating 
effccts of this method. Stronger 
= hapely legs help you dance more 
Toothpick qraustully, swim, bowl, play tennis 
Ankles with more ease and form; work on 
eet with less pom ao walk and 
stand with more poise 
Written About in Health 
Culture Magazine 
Health Culture asked this well known authority on 
write a series of articles on the fundamentals 
t method. This magazine believed their readers 
iid learn about this wonderful technique. 
Send No Money! Free 10 Day Trial! 
You w« puld be glad to pay any price to gain shapely 













Method”’ is yours for 






wder and we pay postage. You must se 
y results, or return course and your money will 


efunded. 
Modern Methods Dept. SL-TC3KA 
New York City 7 


296 Broadway 
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TO 
TAN 


“> Dont go around 


“LONG FACE 


Sweeten up your whole 
insides with this amazing 


LAXATIVE-STOMACH SWEETENER 


and feel like this!—>  * / 


No need feeling 
glum and sorry 
for yourself when 
constipation sours 
stomach! Won- ee 
derful Black- 
Draught gives 
overnight relief — helps sweeten 
our stomach, too! Next day...no 
more gassy, headachy feeling ... 
you feel great once more! 
Black-Draught is a pleasant laxative- 
nach sweetener. Works two ways when 
1 feel logy—with sour digestive upset 
om constipation. It gently but thor- 
hly uncorks all 25 feet of clogged in- 
1es. Helps sweeten sour stomach, too! 
.no harsh griping! Black-Draught 
ude from pure vegetable herbs, Fa- 
s since 1840. Get Black-Draught* 
m your druggist today ...see if you 
o't feel much better tomorrow! 
*In Powder or Granulated form...and 
» in new, easy-to-take Tablets, tool 
FOR CHILDREN! Honey-sweet Syrup of 
ack-Draught works wonders for chil- 
dren when constipation has upset their 
digestion. They love itl 
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this afternoon and model some things for 
me?” 

After I had worked for him a while, 
Dior gave me a letter of introduction to 
Madame Schiaparelli and I stayed with 
her a month, then went to Fath. Mean- 
while, I was able to get extra work posing 
for magazine covers and advertisements 
and my face was fairly well known by the 
time I went to work at Piguet’s. There, I 
became the vedette—the star. 

As far as money is concerned, wages in 
Paris are not what one might expect, con- 
sidering the glamour and the fabulous 
clothes. In the 1951 season, the most ex- 
pensive gown I modeled bore a price tag 
of 300,000 francs—$1,000. The average 
dress runs around $300. 

However, salaries generally in France 
are far below American standards. In 
addition, foreigners must have work per- 
mits and are subject to strict regulations. 
But there are rewards other than money 
awaiting the high fashion model in Paris. 

Imagine yourself living in Paris, staying 
at swank hotels with maid service, and 
doing it on a salary equal to that of a 
good secretary in the U.S.! Because you 
are a model, you can borrow clothes from 
any of the houses for which you work or 
buy them at a big discount. You are ex- 
pected to be seen in the best places with 
the best people. 

Paris being what it is, anything can 
happen—and usually does. There was the 
incident that started one day on the Metro 
when I felt, rather than saw, a pair of eyes 
boring into the back of my head. As the 
subway train rumbled on, I managed to 
steal a glance at the man I assumed to 
be a masher. He was darkly handsome 
and well over six feet tall. My usual stop 
was the Opera station, but I jumped off 
the train at the stop before. Still, I had 
the feeling I was being followed. 

By the time I reached the big Opera 
square, I was certain of it. There were 
plenty of people around, I suddenly 
turned and confronted my pursuer. 

“Pardonez moi, M’am’selle,” he apolo- 
gized in a cultured voice, then begged me 
to tell him my name. 

Although he had the manners of a 
gentleman, I gave him a thorough tongue 
lashing in French, then marched off to 
Pierre Balmain’s, where I was working at 
the time. Over my shoulder, I could see 
him gazing after me most dejectedly. 

A couple of weeks later, while relaxing 
in the cabine—the dressing room where 
mannequins pass the time between shows— 
I was thumbing through a copy of “Cine- 
monde,” a movie magazine belonging to 
my dear friend, Praline. (Rated the most 
beautiful model in all France, Praline was 
tragically killed in an auto crash last 
year.) Imagine my surprise when I came 
across a photo of the man in the Metro, 
obviously some celebrity. 

I did a quick double take and almost 
passed out when I saw exactly which one 
—he was Michele, a famous actor, who 


was then playing opposite the lovely 
French star Edivige Feuilege at one of the 
largest theaters on the Champs Elysees! 

I gasped out the story to the girls. They 
listened with slightly raised eyebrows, but 
I convinced them it was true. At any rate. 
it was a long time before I could pass g 
marquee with Michele’s expressive face 
smiling down at me without mentally giy. 
ing myself a swift, hard kick. 


N PARIS I discovered the tremendous 

value of a varied background. The 
drama and ballet courses I’d taken were 
perfect training for the movements of a 
model and in projecting my personality 
for photographic work. 

My study of art enabled me to view the 
art treasures in Paris with not only a 
greater sense of appreciation, but with the 
more practical purpose of getting new 
ideas from the masterpieces at the Louvre, 
Luxembourg, and other galleries. The 
graceful women they painted and the mar. 
velous colors they used made me especially 
interested in Gauguin, Monet, Manet, De- 
gas and Bonnard. 

If mention of Paris, its fabulous fashion 
salons and its gay, cosmopolitan atmos. 
phere seems far-fetched to any prospective 
model, let me repeat—nothing is impos 
sible. If you doubt that, imagine me, a 
skinny, knock-kneed girl who got her first 
“store-bought” coat at the age of 14. suc- 
cessfully staging my own fashion show with 
a $70,000 wardrobe that includes a $2,000 
original by Christian Dior! 

No one can foresee when or where, but 
opportunities do present themselves and a 
girl who wants to be a successful model 
must be prepared to take advantage of 
them. 

The French people love beautiful women 
and it doesn’t matter what shade their 
skins happen to be. They like that which 
is different. And a Negro girl who really 
has something to offer is just different 
enough to suit their tastes. 

The same goes for Europeans in general. 
They see color through eyes that are not 
blinded by prejudice and find it beautiful. 
In fact, a dark skin can very often be an 
advantage. What happened to me while | 
was the vedette at the world-famed fashion 
house of Robert Piguet will illustrate my 
point. A famous New York model arrived 
at the salon on a wave of advance publicity 
befitting a movie queen. Her build-up was 
dazzling. but it didn’t win her any friends 
among the regular mannequins. On the 
contrary, she managed to stir up a lot of 
resentment because of the airs she assumed. 

She turned out to be an expert on duck- 
ing work, so the rest of us had to fill in for 
her. M. Piguet was aware of all this—he 
gave me a raise when I protested the extra 
work—but put up with the newcomer’s 
antics because she was a “name.” 

One day when I was relaxing in the 
cabine, the directress of the salon sent for 
me. When I entered her office, she intro- 
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duced me to a distinguished looking man 
who turned out to be a wealthy Italian. 

“Monsieur wishes to have dinner with the 
American mannequin,” the directress ex- 
plained. 

“Please say yes, Mlle. Jean,” he begged. 

“But I am Mlle. Dorothea,” I tried to 
explain. 

“Jean—Dorothea, the name does not 

matter,” he cut in. “You are American, 
yes?” 
’ T hesitated, even though I knew it was 
not unusual for a fashion model to be in- 
yited out by someone who has seen her at 
one of the showings. Such things are al- 
ways handled very discreetly and in the 
best of taste, and I knew that the direc- 
tress would never introduce any of the girls 
o anyone who was not a gentleman. 

I finally consented, and that night he 
took me to Monsiegneur’s. That is the 
famed wild gypsy cabaret, where the pa- 
trons are serenaded by a string ensemble 
that includes 17 violins. It was a wonder- 
ful evening in a gay, romantic setting. One 
of the customs at Monsiegneur’s is to sip 
champagne from glasses balanced on the 
violins of the musicians. It brings bon 
chance—good luck—they say. 

The next day my escort sent me flowers 
and an expensive “thank you” gift. When 
I arrived at work the directress rushed up 
to me, a worried look on her face. “Oh, 
Dorothea, I have made a terrible faux 
pas!” she wailed. 

When she told me what had happened, 
I laughed until the tears came and when 
the others girls heard, they could barely 
conceal their amusement whenever they 
looked at our haughty co-worker from 
New York. 

It seems that the rich Italian had heard 
a friend rave about the “American model at 
Piguet’s” and set out to meet her. But 
what he didn’t know was that there were 
two American girls and it didn’t make the 
slightest difference to him or the directress 
that one was white and the other Negro. 

When you come right down to it, neither 
I nor anyone else can lay down any hard 
and fast rules on how to become a success- 
ful fashion model. It is not like the teach- 
ing profession, for instance, where after 
completing the required course, one is 
given a certificate that practically guaran- 
tees a job in these days of teacher short- 
ages. However, there are a few pointers 
that will be helpful to anyone seriously 
considering a career in modeling. 

Certain physical assets, or at least the 
potentialities for developing them, are the 
minimum requirement. A fashion 
must be tall, leggy, and thin to the point 
of being skinny. There is a certain bone 
structure of face and body that goes with 
this type of figure, but even if you don’t 
have it the lack can sometimes be remedied. 
After all, very few women have everything. 

When I was in college, one of my dates 
complained that I was too knock-kneed. 
And he was right. I was so knock-kneed 


model 


that I used to fall down when I ran because 


my knees bumped into each other. Not 
only that, but when I was a child I was 
straight as a stick and I used to envy the 
girls with eye-catching curves. But I made 
a determined effort to correct these faults, 
molding my figure by exercises that eventu- 
ally made my figure the way I wanted it. 

The importance of corrective exercises 
cannot be stressed too strongly. Whether 
you are a teen-ager or a woman of 40, you 
can change your figure. At any age, it has 
been discovered, a woman’s figure can be 
molded. 

Analyze yourself! Sooner or later, a suc- 
cessful model must learn to be her own best 
critic. I don’t mean to pick yourself to 
pieces, but go over yourself from head to 
toe. If you have a thick ankle, get to work 
reducing it. When you’ve accomplished 
this, you'll get a wonderfully good feeling 
and you'll be anxious to go on to the next 
fault. 

Of course, such analysis is a regular part 
of the course in any good modeling school, 
but the suggestion is a good one for any 
woman interested in good grooming and an 
attractive appearance. 

A healthy head of hair is a definite asset, 
because models must restyle their hair so 
frequently. My hair has run the gamut of 
styles and colors. It was black when I went 
to Piguet. He wanted a girl with red hair, 
so I changed it. Pierre Balmain trans- 
formed me into an platinum 
blonde in order to dramatize one of his 
gowns. Jean Clemente, the creator of Jo 
Baker’s famous horsetail, chose me_ to 
model a prize-winning coiffure in a hair 
style show aboard the trans-Atlantic liner 
Liberte. 


exciting 


GOOD SCHOOL is essential for the fu- 
£% ture model. Exercise horses and similar 
equipment, color charts, makeup tables are 
just a few of the things a good modeling 
school will have; some schools even teach 
ballet and fencing to develop bodily grace 
and poise. It should be remembered that 
you go to school in order to bring out your 
own natural qualities, not to become a car- 
bon copy of every other model in the busi- 
ness. Too many graduates come out with 
affected gestures and stilted posturing that 
only marks them as rank amateurs. 

So learn the rules well, then add your 
own personal touches, even if it means 
breaking the rules. But you must learn the 
I recall that when I finished 
modeling school, I used to catch myself 
trying to place my foot in a certain posi- 
tion while standing on the corner waiting 


rules well. 


for a bus, or arranging my legs as I was 
taught when sitting down. It wasn’t long 
before I worked out my own 
more comfortable and more natural than 
those I'd been taught, yet more striking 


positions, 


because they expressed my own personal- | 


ity. 

Soon, the movements become part of you 
and you make them unconsciously. That’s 
what I mean by saying that modeling is a 
way of looking, a way of acting, a way of 
thinking. 
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You, too, can enjoy the benefits of a high school 
education to further your business, educational or 
social career. Now you can get your diploma at 
home! No classes to attend. You need just a few 
hours a week—in your spare time—to finish high 
school the easy Wayne way. 
SET YOUR OWN PACE...LEARN EASILY! 

You get thorough, individual instruction. Voca- 
tional and academic subjects; standard texts fur- 
nished. Full credit for previous schooling. Prepare 
for college entrance examinations. Send coupon 
today for FREE Catalog HAS-35. 

WAYNE SCHOOL, 2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, lil. 


i] 
MAIL NOW FOR CATALOG ° 
WAYNE SCHOOL, (Catalog HAS-35) 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, m. 


i Catalog with full 
nd me FREE High School 
te sane about Wayne training. 
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SEND YOUR POEMS TODAY 
FOR FREE EXAMINATION 


J. CHAS. McNEIL 
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Pocket-Size Water Heater 
Place in water; plug in socket... turn on switch! 
Hot Water! Thousands use for bathing, washing 
clothes, dishes, cream separators, pails, shaving, 
ese ts small quantities very ick! Heating 
speed of large Tae depends on quantity. 
Read directions before using, follow. Regular 
price $2.95. However if you'll tell iy friends 
about BOIL-QWIK to advertise it for us, we 
will let you now have one for only $1.98 plus tax. 
SEND NO MONEY pis‘Sostman sie pics, LIMITED $ 

‘ay postman $1.98 plus 
Federal Tax, C.0.D. postal charges. Satisfaction TIME 9 8 
guaranteed or return within 10 days for refund. ony I—— 
BOIL-QWIK, 4554 N. Broadway, Dept. 1-96, CHICAGO 40, ILL. 


Get “EXTRA 
RELIEF” from 


COLDS 








miseries 
666 attacks all cold symp- 
toms at one time... in 


less time! 666 does more 
because it has more. For 
“extra relief’ try 666. 





LIQUID.OR TABLETS 


73 





conquers itching 
misery of eczema, 
ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 





You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 
tual experience how 
it goes right to work 
to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
L and tortured skin. 

4 There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 

Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 
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IMITATION 


YW DIAMOND RINGS 
YE $1.95 sc, $2.95 


Beautiful Solitaire 


1 14 Ww id 
Plate or Sterling ae SEND NO 
VEY. Pay Postma: delivery 
oa s Fe een? Tax es Post! 
charges on Money-' tee. 
Clark Ring Co. 1867 


2349 Milwaukee Av., B . % 47, Ul. 


IF You: SUFFER 
P y / of HEADACHE 


NEURALGIA 
oad NEURITIS 





RELIEF 


with 
The way thousands of 
physicians and dentists recommend 


HERE’S WHY ... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other prod- 
uct gives faster, longer-lasting relief from 
pain of headache, neuritis, neuralgia 





than Anacin Tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 





A lot of girls hit the top as models, then 
fade. The average model’s career is short- 
lived because the standards are so high. 
To be successful, you’ve got to work at the 
profession. A model should read at least 
one periodical a week—JET and Time 
magazines, for instance, and if possible 
publications that will give her a knowledge 
of what’s going on throughout the rest of 
the world. You never know in what com- 
pany you'll find yourself—an architect, 
Wall Street broker, a writer—and you must 
have the basic knowledge to carry on an 
intelligent conversation. 

A model must be flexible. She has no 
choice in the clothes she must wear, and 
whatever they are she must make them 
look good. Not only that, but fashions are 
ever-changing and the successful model 
must keep abreast of things. 

I repeat, the rewards in modeling are 
measured not only in money. While model- 
ing you'll be sought after; you'll enjoy 
wearing some of the most beautiful clothes 
and at the same time bring joy to others, 
just as in any other art. You'll have a full, 
rich life of achievements, and, recognizing 
that no one stays young forever, you'll have 
a good foundation for future work in re- 
lated fields. 

When her modeling days are over, the 
model can go into design or art, become a 
fashion editor, or an instructor in a model- 
ing school. 

When you get started as a model is not 
as important as actually getting started. 
In Topeka, Omaha, Richmond—wherever 
your hometown might be—there are fash- 
ion shows. Help stage them, do some mod- 
eling; the things you learn will never be 
lost, whether you go on to professional 
work or not. If you have to sit on the side- 
lines now, there will come a time when the 
field is integrated. 

You must forget the color of your skin; 
don’t feel that it’s a handicap. You’re hu- 
man, the same as everyone else. You'll find 
that doors will open if you can deliver, 
that people are willing to accept you. This 
applies especially in the field of modeling. 

My travels through Europe taught me 
that people are people, no matter where 
they live. They have the same fears, the 
same doubts, the same hopes as you. Color 
may add an extra factor to be taken into 
consideration, but don’t let it override your 
ambitions. 

We have made great strides in show 
business, and people automatically assume 
when they see a beautiful, well-groomed, 
smartly-dressed Negro woman that she is 
some kind of entertainer. I resent their 
not recognizing that we are capable of 
succeeding in other fields as well. 

I don’t take any special pride in myself 
—TI’m just typical of a certain type Negro 
woman—and we have all types. 

Modeling is a high class profession. I’m 


proud to be in it. THE END 


Crazy For 
Curly Hair 


(Continued from Page 34) 


arms, I felt small and helpless, yet com. 
pletely content and protected in his strong 
embrace. He pressed his lips to mine firm. 
ly. I felt so weak and drowsy I slipped 
my arms around his neck and just held 
on. It was one of the most thrilling experi- 
ences of my life. 

I finally wriggled free and ran up the 
stairs. The door was not locked. I found 
my mother standing in the living room 
with her arms akimbo. She had seen what 
happened downstairs, of course, because 
she had had to ring the buzzer to open 
the front door when I rang the bell. She 
went into a hot but dignified tirade. 

“Now look, baby, I’ve tried to raise you 
as best I could—you not having a father 
that’s worth a dime. I’ve sacrificed and 
done without things so that you could have 
nice things. I’ve tried to teach you what | 
think is right. And now I look downstairs 
there and you’re being mauled by the very 
kind of boy that it would better if—,” her 
voice trailed off as if she was ashamed to 
say it. 

“Well, tell me just what kind of child 
you expect to bring into this world,” she 
shouted. “Believe me, child, if you make 
the mistake of throwing away all that you 
have to give a baby in this crazy world 
you'll look up one day and curse yourself.” 

Oh, I was properly set back on the right 
track after that. And I never had another 
lapse for years—until Lee came along. 

My obsession won me Eddie and it also 
won me for Eddie, who was nothing but 
a spoiled playboy. Nevertheless, to a little 
unruly curl that would never stay in place 
and hung down on his forehead pointing at 
the long, swishy lash of his left eye, I 
surrendered woman’s most precious en- 
dowment—and I did it with complete 
abandon, even with delight. 

I saw him first one day on a bus as | 
was coming home from a shopping tour 
in the Loop. He walked up beside me at 
the bus stop and when I glanced his way, 
he was looking down at my fleshy, well- 
shaped legs. I didn’t even mind his rapt 
gaze; I enjoyed it. He muttered aloud: 
“Nice, real nice. I sure would like to find 
you on my tree Christmas morning.” 

The bus came and I got on without 
speaking to him. He sat down beside me. 
After I checked him to see if he measured 
up to my own personal yardstick. T didn’t 
hesitate about giving him my address and 
phone number because I knew mother 
would approve of him. He promised to call 
me soon when he got off the bus at 63rd 
and South Park. 

He called that very night and we made 
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our first date. For several weeks, we had 
a gay and glamorous time. Eddie always 
seemed to have money though he never 
seemed to work. He took me to the best 
and most expensive movies. We played 
tennis in Washington Park and went for 
Jong rides on the Outer Drive. He took 
me to several quiet parties in plush apart- 
ments where the people were good looking 
and expensively dressed. 

I liked him and I liked the life he lived. 
One night he suggested that we stop at a 
friend’s house on the way home from din- 
ner at a fashionable restaurant. “We'll 
just listen to a few records,” he said. 

After we had been there half an hour, 
his friend said he was going out to the 
drugstore and would be back soon. 

I was slightly amused at the byplay 
because, although I had never been in a 
situation like it before. I knew how the 
litle drama was going’ to be acted out 
from what my girl friends had told me. I 
believe I had probably made up my mind 
long before that I was going along with 
Eddie’s program. I didn’t want to lose him. 

The highball he mixed for me warmed 
me inside. I felt as light as a butterfly in 
Spring as we danced to the slow. romantic 
records. When he turned down the lights 
I sat on the sofa and tucked my head on 
his chest under his chin. 

I kissed his neck, the back of his ears, 
his eyes. Little beads of perspiration met 
my lips wherever they touched him. His 
hair felt smooth and silky to the touch of 
my hand as I ran my fingers through it and 
cupped my palm against the nape of his 
neck. I rubbed upward against the grain 
and tingled deep inside as the wiry, straight 
strands rippled back into place. 

My lover was a master workman busy at 
a job he knew well. As I stretched upward 
to press my lips against his ear. he shifted 
his body slightly and gently. I found my- 
self reclining tight between him and the 
back of the sofa. His head was buried 
against my chest. His voice was hoarse 
and his breath hot against my body when 
he spoke. 

“Come to me, darling . . . come to me,” 
he whispered. I shuddered at the sound 
and effect his words had on me. They were 
soft and pleading; yet commanding. 

“But—but, your friend, he’ll be coming 

> my voice protested. 

“We’re alone now and we’re going to 
be alone as long this night as we want to 
be,” Eddie said. I wriggled defiantly be- 
cause I felt I ought to. but I was not an 
unwilling partner. His strong hands 
gripped my shoulders. I was putty in them. 
His lips found mine as one hand slipped 
away and we were caught up in an ecstatic 
whirlwind of erotic pleasure. 


OR WEEKS afterward, I was possessed 

of Eddie and I felt that I possessed him. 
He belonged to me now and I felt free 
to telephone him whenever and wherever 
I knew I could find him. The sound of his 
voice gave me infinite pleasure. Just hear- 
ing him say, “Hello, baby,” was a thrill. 


Then suddenly, I realized that Eddie’s 
phone calls to me came only once in a 
while, I began to just miss him at home 
or at his favorite hangouts and his visits 
became sporadic. The more I protested, 
the more strained our relationship became. 

Finally, we seemed always to be snap- 
ping at each other and we both knew the 
end was near when he called one night 
and said we would have dinner and talk 
about our troubles. 

Fate is a funny thing. 

While we were sitting there mincing at 
the food that seemed dull and tasteless, 
Lee walked up to our table. He and Eddie 
had been old Army buddies in Europe 
during World War II. He sat down, we 
were introduced and the two men began 
rehashing little stories about Paris. 

I didn’t even remember what he looked 
like when he called me a couple of days 
later, said Eddie had given him my num- 
ber and asked if I wanted to see a down- 
town movie. 

It was all quite plain to me. Eddie was 
dumping me. 

I wanted to smash the telephone against 
the floor, but I was a woman on the re- 
bound so I accepted invitation. 
Mother knew that something had _ hap- 
pened between Eddie and me, so when I 
told her I was going out with another fel- 
low she agreed readily. 

“Go ahead. Baby. You can’t sit here and 
mope about spilled milk. There are other 
fish in the sea.” she said. 

When Lee came to call for me, I was as 
surprised as Mother was at his looks. He 
wasn’t a fellow to attract attention. He 
dressed well but he was the sort of looking 
guy you can meet on any street corner— 
nice height, nice build, strong head and 
features, but really just an average-look- 
ing. clean-cut guy. 

Lee’s ready smile. his quick wit, his 
hand on my elbow when we stepped off 
the curb, the respect and admiration his 
friends had for him when he talked at 
parties or talked seriously at meetings, 
these things I learned about him in the 
first six weeks I went out with him crept 
into my consciousness and into my being 


Lee’s 


without my knowing what was really hap- 
pening to us. 

I did not know myself how much he 
meant to me until the evening he men- 
tioned quite casually that he would be 
leaving in another week to go back into 
the army. He had joined the Reserves after 
World War II and was being called back 
to duty. We were driving along the Outer 
Drive on the way home from seeing Billy 
Eckstine at the Chicago Theatre. And I 
am the one who suggested that he stop 
in one of the parking areas beside Lake 
Michigan. 

It was a cold winter night and as the 
heat began to die away in the car I found 
myself snuggling closer to Lee. His eyes 
were straight ahead, but he let his arm 
drop down around me from the top of 
the seat almost mechanically, and I felt a 
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contented, comfortable, protected senSation 
just like I had felt the first time I stood 
still to let Mark kiss me years before. 

I looked into Lee’s eyes and was re- 
minded of Mark. I was wondering why 
when I heard my own voice saying “I’m 
soing to miss you, Lee, like I’ve never 
missed anyone in my life. But I guess it’s 
best this way. If this went on much longer 
I'd soon be telling you I love you.” 

\ little crooked smile flashed across his 
face, spilling out of his eyes and the cor- 
ner of his mouth. 

I took his hand from the top of the 
steering wheel and cupped it against my 
breast, chucking myself under the chin. 
Suddenly I was in his arms and rockets 

ere zooming through the sky, Roman 
candles were screaming up my spine and 
unquenched fires long dormant fluttered 
and took blaze inside me. 

* * * * 

The day he left town, I did not even go 
to the station to see him off. Lee is funny 
like that. We talked on the phone and he 
said he would rather I didn’t come down 
to the station. “We'll just make fools of 
ourselves before the crowd. Let’s let the 
memory of the way we parted last night 
last us until we meet again.” 

\fy trouble started almost immediately. 

Eddie rang my number. He didn’t ask 
to speak to me. He talked to Mother. I 
don’t think he dared talk to me after the 
way we had broken up—just flat, without 
iny tapering off or anything. But he knew 
\fother was vulnerable to his slick charm. 
He set out to reach me through her. 

“Eddie called me today.” Mother said 
with a sparkle in her eye. “Said something 
about dropping by to talk and have a beer 
one night this week.” 

I didn’t answer her, and as I remember 
it, I didn’t feel anything for Eddie one 
way or the other at that time. 

But fate is a funny thing. 

That evening was the evening Eddie 
decided to come around. 

He looked smooth as a kitten’s ear in 
1 rough tweed sport jacket and contrasting 
trousers. His collar and tie fit perfectly 
iround his neck. 

‘Hi, beautiful,” he said to me casually 
; he walked past me into the living room 

here Mother was. He was carrying a 
of six cans of beer. The two of 
them immediately launched into animated 

nversation about things around town, 

ritably ignoring me there in the hall- 
I didn’t like being ignored. I was ac- 
istomed to getting all the attention a girl 

ild stand. But Lee was gone—gone for 
nly Uncle Sam knew how long. And I was 
1 very lonely girl. 

[ walked right into the room and opened 

self a can of Eddie’s beer, sat down 

a chair and regarded him with what I 

ended to be a very passive and disinter- 

ted expression on my face. What went 
inside me was another matter altogether. 
There were flashes of comparing him with 
Lee. But my training was too well in- 


crained. 


rton 
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Two nights later, Eddie came again. I 
came out. We went out. 

Though I wasn’t sure I really wanted it, 
I hoped we could recapture some of the 
bliss we had once known. For an hour 
or so, it seemed we might but the old, 
self-assured, cocky, arrogant. spoiled Eddie 
began to show before the night was gone. 


-J DID NOT SEE him again for two whole 

months. This time he came _ because 
Mother called him. When he walked in 
the door I hated the sight of him. Mother 
told him I was going to have a baby, and 
he just sat there looking at the floor and 
not saying a thing. The longer he sat 
there, the more I hated him, until I blurted 
out hysterically: 

“You needn’t have told him. It’s not his. 
He hasn’t got enough manhood to be a 
father. It’s Lee’s baby and I’m going to 
marry him!” 

I thought my mother would die. 

“You—Lee? You mean. . . . Lee?” she 
said in utter disbelief. 

I turned and fled into my room. Minutes 
later I heard two doors slam as Eddie left 
and Mother went into her own room. I 
jumped up immediately and wrote to Lee. 
When I had finished it, I went right out 
and mailed the letter. 

Three days after I had written to him, 
I received a telegram from Lee. It read: 
I AM DELIGHTED. APPLYING IMMED- 
IATELY FOR LEAVE TO COME HOME 
SO WE CAN BE MARRIED. GET 
READY. I LOVE YOU. 

Of course, I left the telegram 
conspicuous place where Mother could 
read it and went merrily about my busi- 
ness. Happiness seemed assuredly mine. 
We were married quietly a week later and 
Lee said he was sure the Army would re- 
lease him soon. I was on the delivery table 
in the hospital and my baby was one of 
the many suffering mortals in this world 
before I realized how the sour grapes my 
mother had eaten had set my teeth on edge. 

The nurse was telling me “You’ve got a 
beautiful daughter.” and I was still in sort 
of a daze, but I caught a glimpse of my 
baby’s hair. and it looked like the last kind 
of hair in the world I wanted to see at that 
moment, 

The next day when Mother came in to 
see me she seemed strangely, triumphantly 
pleased. She had brought me a few things 
and for the first time in many months she 
seemed like my mother and pal again, 
friendly and glad to see me. I called the 
nurse and insisted that my baby be brought 
to me. The nurse explained that it was 
against the rules and Mother had already 
seen the baby, but I raised such a fuss the 
nurse brought her anyhow. 

But one good look at her hair told me 
it would never crinkle and curl up. It was 
straight, straight—coal black and straight, 
straight, straight. The smile on Mother’s 
face as she watched me looking at the baby 
and fondling its hair was almost fiendish. 
I felt tricked, beaten, completely defeated. 

By the time I went home from the hospi- 


in a 


tal I had resigned myself to the truth. The 
baby was not Lee’s at all. It was Eddie’s 
. .. the man I had said couldn’t be a 
father, the man I didn’t want to be the 
father of my baby. But it was his baby just 
the same and I couldn’t change that fact 
if I wished on all the stars in the heavens, 

Of all the many stories and plans | 
turned over in my mind, I settled on this 
one, and telling it to myself over and over 
for many months I had almost come to be- 
lieve it myself until the phone rang that 
Saturday and Lee said he was coming 
home to stay. 

Womanlike, I had counted strongest not 
on my own forceful argument if I had to 
do any talking but something I had trained 
the baby to do, to play on a historic weak- 
ness in men that I hoped was a weakness 
in Lee. I had spent weeks on end teach- 
ing the baby to say “Daddy.” She is a 
beautiful baby of whom any parent would 
be proud, and I hoped Lee would be so 
overwhelmed when she said “Da-da” that 
he might be blinded to the obvious evi- 
dence that the baby has the kind of hair 
that neither he nor I could have given her. 

Lee had let me buy new furniture and 
redecorate his apartment. He worked days 
as a salesman and continued his studies 
in law school at night. The baby had grown 
to toddling age and he was finished with 
his last-minute cramming for the bar ex- 
amination when it happened. 

It was a pleasant autumn evening and 
Lee had just flopped the cover to a thick 
law book closed, snuffed out his pipe and 
stretched. He looked around at the baby 
quiet and sleeping in her crib, tipped over 
to where I was sitting on the divan, put his 
arms around me and kissed me softly on 
the lips and said, “Let’s sneak out and get 
a neon light burn. We haven’t been to a 
club in months. I’m not going to read an- 
other page, because if I haven’t got it now 
I'll never get it. Let’s celebrate tomorrow's 
success with an ice cold beer tonight.” 

We dressed quietly in casual clothes, 
dimmed the lights and tipped out of the 
house so as ‘not to wake the baby. We 
didn’t plan to be gone for long—just long 
enough to walk a few blocks to a _ bar, 
play a record and drink a cool glass of 
beer in an atmosphere that was different 
from the confines of our home. 

We found a booth next to the partition 
that separates the lounge side of the nite- 
spot from the bar. Maybe if we had sat 
some place else, it wouldn’t have happened. 
Maybe if the place were built differently, 
it wouldn’t have happened. But that’s the 
way the place is built—you can sit in one 
of the booths and hear what’s being said 
by people at the bar, though they can't 
see you; and we picked a booth where the 
partition hid us from the bar. 

The jukebox was playing a loud blues 
number when we went in, but there were 
just a couple of other people, the waitresses 
and one or two people at the bar in the 
place. We ordered our beers and Lee put 
a quarter in the juke box and selected 
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some numbers. It was early in the evening 
and not too many people were out yet. 

Our beer was about half finished and 
probably getting warm when the sound of 
yoices—just a couple of voices in boastful 
banter, seemed to break right through the 
music of the jukebox and the buzz of other 
conversation. We couldn’t help hearing. 

“Look, dad,” one voice was saying to 
the other, “this ain’t the first time you 
wrung one of them chicken’s necks and 
got your hat when she started cackling 
like she wants to lay an egg. You better 
get on some time, man, one of these chicks 
is gonna have you nesting in a minute.” 

“Not me, Jack,” the other voice bragged, 
“Tye got too much mileage on my speed- 
ometer to get off on that rough road.” 

“But, daddyo, you’d better dig the mes- 
sage stashing back here in this corner 
talking about how you just slipped a 
noose. You don’t play it smart, pops. One 
of these chicks is going to bring you right 
down front one of these times,” the first 
voice joshed. 

“Here, you want this chicken’s number? 
Call her up. She’s real sad now. You can 
move right in. If I left anything there you 
can have it. You can come in here one day 
and wolf about it winning a Boy Scout 
medal one day. There are some brothers 
‘ound town bragging about my work. 
Join ’em, Jack. They’re a select crowd,’ 
the voice whooped in ribald laughter. 

I was frozen in my seat. I was afraid to 
look at Lee and had diverted my eyes 
across the room in the opposite direction. 
Out of the corner of my eye I could see 
him staring into his beer glass. 

Suddenly, he just said, “Let’s go.” I 
was almost afraid to move. I couldn’t 
imagine what would happen when we stood 
up and the talkers at the bar would 
who we were. But just then, three famous 
baseball players and a group of flashy 
women came into the place. All attention 
was directed to them and we were able to 
slip out quietly. 





S WE WALKED along the bright 

thoroughfare and turned into the side 
street leading home, the dim lights filter- 
ing through the brown leaves of autumn 
trees had no romantic luster now. They 
seemed dull and foreboding, like the beams 
from an old oil lamp being lowered until 
all is darkness. 

I did not dare speak and Lee simply 
walked along in silence, his head held high 
and defiant but with the slightest per- 
ceptible stoop in his shoulders so that 
they were not back ramrod straight now, 
just round and tired looking. 

Then, just as we turned into the entrance 
to our apartment house, we found the 
vestibule filled with Lee’s friends—all the 
fellows from his law classes, their girl 
friends and wives. There 
of them laughing and joshing in high 
spirits, just about to ring our bell. 

“Hey, you two lucky, lovely 
one of the fellows shouted to us, 


were a dozen 


people,” 
“we've 














Wm. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


GRAY HAIRS need worry youno more 


qs 


HAIR COLORER 





| WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 








just a uniform color, if properly applied. 


IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! 


WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. 


advantage. 


Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. 


Druggist or direct from us. 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will sus- 


pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 


It stays on several months. 
manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 

You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to 


DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. 
in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. 

(In ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.45 COD (Including Federal Tax.) 
Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 


No pack. No mess. 


Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 


Full directions in each box 
Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 


Order thru your Dept. Store, 





112 East 23rd Street 








HAIR SPECIALTY CO., 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 


Dept. T-3 
New York 10, N.Y. 

















AT LAST.. .\cuzevtioe? 

ses INSECTICIDE! 
Here is an amazing guaranteed insec- 
ticide that really works! One spray- 
ing lasts months. Money back guar- 
antee ... full quart only $1.98. 


J. & S. CHEMICAL CO., P. 0. Box 163 





Highland Station Springfield, Mass. 








FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDIC a a_preparé ation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No aeehin where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
Frontier AstHMA Co. 187-W Frontier BLpo. 
462 NraGara St. Burra.o 1, N. Y 


Do YOU want 
MONEY, LOVE and POWER? 


Do you feel that opportunity is 





passing you by? That if some- 
one showed you HOW, you 
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come to cross hands in the old do-or-die 
clasp before we’re fed to the hungry lions 
in the arena tomorrow. Come on, open 
the door. We'll do it quietly and go home 
early . . . honest Injun!” 

“He’s lying,” the girl on his arm said, 
as she chucked him in the side. “They’ve 
got cold cuts, potato chips and beer they’ve 
gathered up from various places. He just 
got word from the school that the exam 
is postponed a day. The school director 
asked him to pass the word around and 
everybody decided they would round up 
the gang and celebrate.” 

“Whoopee,” Lee shouted in subdued 
tones. “Come on in. We've got eggs we 
can devil. If you promise not to wake the 
baby, we can let off some steam right here 
for a while.” 

We tipped inside and the crowd dis- 
persed itself almost furtively around our 
living room. I checked to see that the baby 
was all right and the girls joined me in 
the kitchen where we began to prepare 
snacks. The men had already started on 
the beer and, despite all the chatter the 
girls carried on as we worked in the 
kitchen, I kept wondering what it would be 
like tonight when these people and all 
the gayety they had brought were gone. 

One of the girls grabbed a tray of food, 
walked into the living room and _inter- 
rupted the men’s conversation. 

“There'll be no law talk tonight,” she 
insisted. “The only thing legal we’re going 
to discuss here is when you and I are going 
to make it legal so I can calm my jittery 
nerves,” the girl said to her boy friend. 

“Yeah,” the fellow said, “I guess we can 
start talking that kind of trash pretty 
soon. I only hope that once we’re married 
we can be as lucky and as happy as the 
Lee Bowmans. You're visiting the town’s 
happiest and most compatible couple now, 
honey. Note and copy as the evening wears 
on.” 

I felt the blood rush to my face and the 
room became unbearably hot. 


Lee reached up from the divan and 
clasped my hand, pulling me down beside 
him. I sat there tense and uncomfortable, 

One of the other girls pouted her face 
and frowned impishly at her boy friend 
and said, “Dale’s trouble is that he doesn’t 
trust me. There’s no reason why he should. 
n’t. He’s just so cynical, he doesn’t trust 
anybody.” 

“That’s the trouble with most people, 
the fellow beside Lee said. “They look at 
the people closest to them in the light 
of all the people they ever knew or ever 
saw. Dale is smart enough to know that 
whatever went before is gone out of the 
window when love comes in the door. If he 
isn’t, he ought to be.” 

“He certainly should,” my voice blurted 
out almost hysterically. I was stunned 
and shocked by my outburst. And I was 
consciously upbraiding myself for letting 
my emotions and hopes get out of control 
when I felt Lee’s arm slip off the back of 
the sofa around my shoulders just as it 
had done that night in his car on the 
Outer Drive. 

“Certainly he should,” he said calmly, 
“Life for any two people begins when 
there is complete understanding between 
them. Whatever went before that under- 
standing can be forgotten. Happiness is 
hard to find. Smart people hold on to it 
when they find it.” 

“The past isn’t important. It’s the future 
that counts,” someone said. 

“Certainly,” Lee interjected, “and let’s 
drink a swallow of beer to it, then I’m 
going to kiss my wife, check the baby’s 
diaper and put you all out. We’re married 
and we’re going to work at it a while.” 

Lee was the first to down his beer. He 
quaffed it hurriedly, then swept me into his 
arms and kissed me hungrily. 

“All our lives are before us,” he whis- 
pered in my ear, “and we are three. Noth- 
ing else matters.” 

And there was no more fear in my heart. 


THE END 


” 
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Sucker 
Bait 


(Continued from Page 21) 


after a while, with the street noises and 
smells and the people far below us. we 
would lose ourselves in our dream of some 
day getting away from the ugliness and 
squalor. 

It was a funny kind of a romance we 
had; neither of us knew what love was. 
But we made our plans for escaping to- 
gether and vowed to each other never to 
part. But Brad was in Korea now, and 
more and more the plans we had made over 
a year ago seemed impractical and even 
childish. 

And so, when I finally got the offer to 
make some real money, it didn’t much mat- 
ter what I had to do to earn it. Nothing, I 
reasoned, could be as degrading or as de- 
moralizing as the way I’d been living. 

It all started a few nights after Dad lost 
his job. He and Mom and I were three 
strangers sitting around the dinner table 
and right after the meal I left the house. I 
was alone, as usual, and I strolled towards 
the little park where Brad and I used to go. 

The way to the park was through a neon- 
lighted jungle of bars, small night spots 
and pool rooms. A girl walking alone along 
the sidewalk was forced to run a gauntlet 
of ogling men who seemed to feel it was 
their duty to make passes at anything in 
skirts. I always closed my ears to their 
wisecracks as I passed. 

“Hey. baby! What’s the hurry?” 

“ow about a drink, honey?” 

“Gee. baby—you sure look good to me!” 

None of them made any attempt to stop 
me, but as I quickened my steps I could 
hear their soft laughter following me, 
mockingly. I was just passing the Paradise 
Bar, one of the largest in the block, when 
I heard someone call out, “Hey, not so 
fast!” 

I walked even faster. 

“Debbie—!” 

I halted and waited for the heavy foot- 
steps to come closer. “Debbie” was Brad’s 
pet name for me and I was positive no one 
else knew it. I was curious who it was 
hailing me in such a familiar fashion. The 
man who approached me appeared taller 
than Brad’s six feet, and though his eyes 
were hard and cold, the smile on his lean 
face was warm, almost boyish. 

“Why did you call me that?” I de- 
manded. 

“I never forget a name,” he said with a 
trace of pride in his deep voice. “It took 
me a few seconds to recall it. but I'd recog- 
nize you anywhere.” 

“I don’t know you,” I said coldly. 

He took my arm and said, “Let’s go in- 





side where we can talk. I don’t like to 
carry on a conversation with a lady in the 
middle of the street.” 

“IT want to know how you knew my 
name,” I said, refusing to budge. 

“You and your boy friend were in my 
place a couple of times,” he told me. “I 
heard him call you Debbie. Like I said, 
Case Adams never forgets a name or face.” 

“Just where is your place?” I asked, still 
cautious. 

He pointed to the flashing neon sign 
“Paradise Bar.” “Come on,” he urged. “I'll 
buy you a drink.” 

His explanation allayed some of my 
suspicions. Brad and I had been in the 
Paradise, as Case had said. I knew Case 
Adams by reputation only and from what 
I’d heard of his activities I certainly hadn’t 
expected him to be quite so young—or 
good looking. 

I don’t know what it was that made me 
accept Case’s invitation. Perhaps it was 
my loneliness; or my secret desire for a 
little excitement in my drab life; or even 
Case’s swift glance of approval as he 
studied me at close range. 

Whatever the reason, I accompanied him 
into the Paradise. Case introduced me to 
the bartender. “Duffy, give the little lady 
whatever she wants,” he said. 

A short time later he told me, “I’ve 
watched you go past the place many times, 
but always alone. What happened to the 
boy friend?” 

When I told him about Brad he said, 
“T wish I’d known that, I would have 
spoken to you a long time ago.” 

I set down my glass and picked up my 
purse. “If it’s something you couldn’t say 
while Brad was here, don’t bother now!” 
I snapped. “Thanks for the drink, Mr. 
Adams.” 

“Sit down!” Case’s voice was casual but 
edged with steel. “Let’s get one thing 
straight, Debbie—this is strictly business 
with me. I’ve had my eye on you for a 
long time.” 

I eyed him warily. “And- 

“You're different from the rest of the 
girls in this neighborhood. You’ve got 
class,” he said. He glanced around the 
bar, with its modern decorations. “I run 


9% 


a classy place.” 

“T agree, but what’s that got to do with 
me?” 

“IT want you to work here,” he said 
eagerly. “I'll get you a gown that will 
make these bar flies flip!” 

“Work here? For you?” I asked incredu- 
lously. “I’m not an entertainer—I don’t 
sing or dance. What in the world—” 

Case laughed. “Don’t look so surprised. 
I have a couple of girls working for me 
now, but they don’t come on until 9. The 
job is a snap, and I guarantee you'll make 
more dough than you could anywhere 
else.” 

“And just what do I have to do to make 
all this money?” I asked skeptically. 

He poured me another drink from the 
bottle the bartender had placed in front 
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of us. “You see, Debbie,” Case explained, 
“when a guy comes in here with a bank- 
roll he’ll buy a couple of drinks, then move 
on to another joint, looking for excitement. 
But if there’s a pretty girl to talk to, he'll 
spend money just to have her company. 
| want you to be a hostess here,” he con- 
cluded. 

Hostess—that was the polite name for 
what I became. The other spots along the 
street didn’t use fancy titles for the girls 
who did the same thing. They were B-girls, 
plain and simple. But of course, the other 
places were not as pretentious as the 
Paradise. 

It didn’t take me long to make up my 
mind to accept Case’s offer. This was the 
answer to all my dreams, I told myself, 
this was the only way to escape from the 
life I had come to despise. 

My first night at the Paradise was the 
hardest. It took every ounce of courage I 
possessed to walk out of the tiny dressing 
room into the bar, wearing the clinging, 
low-cut sheath Case had given me. A haze 
of blue smoke hung from the low ceiling, 
but none of the customers seemed to mind. 
Buddy. the piano player, beat out a solid 
blues, and the whole place had an air of 
elegance that made it the most popular 
pot in the neighborhood. 

\fter the first week, I proudly brought 
me my earnings, only to have Dad fling 
he money in my face. I’d never seen him 
so furious as he told me what he.thought 
of any girl who worked for Case Adams 
ind that any girl who wanted to be little 

ore than a tramp could never be his 
daughter. In the end, I moved out and 

yund a place of my own. 

[t hurt me that now I was able to really 
do something for my parents, they refused 
ny help, preferring to exist barely on 
what they could scrape together. But stub- 
bornly, I told myself that I didn’t care. 
[f they wouldn’t take the money, I would 
ve it until Brad came home. Brad— 
henever I thought of him I felt a new 
surge of guilt. I wrote to him religiously, 

it never once did I have the courage to 
tell him about my new job. 


\¥NE NIGHT, the customer I had been 


drinking with stayed behind after 
eryone else had gone. 
“It’s closing time, bud,” Duffy an- 


nounced impatiently. “Come on, drink up.” 
“Sure, sure—jus’ one more drink, pal,” 
the man mumbled. Clumsily, he reached 
his glass, almost upsetting it before he 
ild raise it to his lips. Then, getting off 
bar stool he moved close to me. His 
hand flopped heavily on my bare shoulder 
| he said, “Le’s me and you go home, 
iby. I got some talk for you.” 
Nt 
| jerked away from him and he lurched 
fter me. But all the liquor he’d had that 
ening finally caught up with him and he 
nt reeling across the floor right into 
Eddie’s waiting arms. Eddie was a very 
ficient bouncer. When the place was 
rowded he could eject a troublesome cus- 


ou 


tomer so quickly and quietly that it caused 
barely a ripple in the merrymaking. 

But this time there was no need for 
Eddie to be subtle. He grabbed my an- 
noyer by the collar and the seat of his 
pants and shoved him towards the exit. 

There was a brief scuffle in the doorway 
leading out to the alley and the next thing 
I knew, the customer was crumpled on 
the floor at Eddie’s feet. I rushed over to 
where Eddie stood rubbing the knuckles 
on one hand. 

“Ts he—?” I couldn’t put into words the 
terror that chilled my heart. 

Eddie laughed and shook his 
“Dead drunk, that’s all.” 

Swiftly he rolled the man over and his 
hand expertly slipped inside the coat. I 
watched, too frightened to protest, as he 
pulled out a black leather wallet and took 
out the bills it contained, then thrust it 
back in place. Then he rolled the uncon- 
scious figure through the open door, clos- 
ing and bolting it afterward. 

Eddie glanced furtively around. Duffy 
had his back to us, checking the receipts 
in the cash register; Case was nowhere in 
sight. Eddie pushed one of the bills toward 
me; it was a twenty. 

“Here’s your cut.” he said. 

I backed away. “No—I don’t want any 
of it. That’s stealing. and—” 

Eddie’s eyes narrowed with contempt. 
“Well, dig her!” he sneered. “This ain't 
no Sunday school, baby. What do you call 
that racket you work?” 

“It’s not stealing!” I protested. “It’s— 
well, it’s different, that’s all.” 

He moved close to me and the tone of 
his voice told me his low opinion of me. 
“The only difference between us, baby, is 
—you smile when you clip the suckers. 
I do it quicker and much neater!” 

I grabbed up my coat, my face burning 
as if he had slapped me, and ran out of 
the Paradise. That settled it—I would quit 
my job. I would stop being any man’s lady 
for an evening. 

The next evening, Case called me into 
his office. It was in the rear of the bar- 
room, right next to a heavily barred door 
that led to the private room where he ran 
poker games. Only a handful of regulars 
and suckers with big bankrolls were al- 
lowed to sit in on the games. 

“I hear one of the suckers gave you a 
little trouble last night,” Case said when 
I entered. 

“It was nothing.” I assured him, wonder- 
ing how much he knew about what had 
happened. “Eddie took care of him.” 

Case came over and looked down at me, 
a funny expression on his face. “Just the 
same, Debbie, you might have been hurt. 
I wouldn’t like that a bit. You see—I really 
go for you.” 

I was Case’s secret girl friend for three 
months. I had never written Brad about 
my job and I certainly couldn't tell him 
about Case and me. Not in a letter. anyway. 
I didn’t know just how I would tell him, 
but I knew I must soon decide. The process 
of rotation had finally caught up with 


head. 


Brad and he had written me he was com- 
ing home. 

I didn’t know exactly what day Brad 
would arrive, but with every new day I 
felt just a little more excited—and wor- 
ried. And then one afternoon, the doorbell 
rang and I ran to open the door. 

There he was—my Brad, his face a litle 
leaner than I had remembered, but his 
eyes holding the same warmth, the same 
light of adoration. And then I knew again 
the ecstasy of his arms tight around me. 
After that, I just sat close beside him and 
we both talked, the words fairly pouring 
out as we tried to fill in the gap of time 
that had separated us. 

“Hey. wait a minute!” he finally pro- 
tested laughingly, “here I’ve been doing all 
the talking, and you haven’t told me a thing 
about yourself.” 

“Oh, I haven’t been doing anything 
much—you know, the same old thing.” 

“Not according to your folks,” he said, 
suddenly serious. “When I went by there, 
all they would tell me was that you had 
moved out. Why, Debbie?” 

“No reason,” I lied. “I guess I just 
wanted to have a place where you and I 
could get started right. Not only that,” 
I added eagerly, “but I’ve got some money 
saved up, Brad!” 

I was about to tell Duffy to refill my 
glass when I sensed the presence of some- 
one standing at my elbow. Slowly, I raised 
my eyes to the big mirror behind the bar. 
It was Brad. My heart was leaden as I 
turned and forced a smile to my lips. 

“Darling! What on earth are you doing 
here?” I asked innocently. 

His eyes flashed angrily. “Getting my 
eyes opened—but not with a drink!” he 
said in harsh tones. “I wouldn’t believe 
it when they told me. You—a B-girl!” 

His hands dropped to his side, but his 
face remained expressionless. Out of the 
corner of my eye I saw Eddie easing 
toward us; he must have sensed trouble 
brewing. But Brad only motioned to 
Duffy. 

“Scotch for me—double,” he ordered, 
“and whatever the /ady here is drinking.” 

The sarcasm in his voice stung me. 

“Nothing, thank you!” I snapped. “I’m 
not drinking.” 

“Why? Isn’t my money as good as any 
other sucker’s?” 

Eddie was directly behind us now. so 
I smiled and said, “All right. Give me the 
usual, Duffy.” 

1 reached for the shot glass of tea that 
Duffy poured for me, but Brad was quicker. 
He sipped the liquid. 

“T should have known!” he said with a 
short bitter laugh. “After all, why bother 
doing anything straight?” 

I looked stonily forward, and Brad 
downed his drink in one gulp. He ordered 
two more in quick succession, then asked 
Duffy, “I hear you’ve got a little action 
going in back.” 

Duffy eyed him cautiously. “Maybe.” 

Brad took out a roll of bills, taking pains 
to let the bartender see its size. He peeled 
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off one and laid it on the bar. Duffy walked 
to the end of the bar, where Case was 
standing and whispered something in his 
ear. I saw Case glance at Brad, then nod 
his head imperceptibly. The bartender was 
back in a moment with Brad’s change. 

Brad picked up the bills and pushed 
the coins in front of me. “Thanks for the 
company, baby!” he said, then turned and 
sauntered toward the rear. 


] BIT MY lips to keep back the tears. 

That was the end; it was over, finished. 
I left the money on the bar and Duffy 
pocketed it without questioning me. 

I slipped off the bar stool and walked 
quickly to the back. Eddie raised his eye- 
brows and opened the door for me. I had 
been back there many times before. steer- 
ing well-heeled customers to Case’s game. 
The room was dark except for a single 
shaded bulb that lighted the round table 
and the faces of the men around it. 

The grey smoke burned my eyes and 
throat. and my heart pounded almost 
audibly as I saw that Brad was playing 
with three of the slickest card men in the 
neighborhood. 

For the first time I noticed the little sig- 
nals the other players gave each other, 
and I realized that this had been going on 
all along. Only this time, the sucker being 
cleaned out was someone I cared about. 
The chips in front of Brad melted rapidly, 
and then it was all over. 

Brad pushed back his chair and stood 

“Well, that cleans me,” he said rue- 
fully. 

“Brad—why did you do it?” I pleaded, 
stepping toward him. “They cheated you 
out of your money!” 

“You're a hell of a one to talk!” he 
rasped. “You’re no better than the rest of 
them. Sure they cheated—but what about 
you? I dropped five bills on that table 
tonight—five hundred bucks I brought 
back to get married on. But after I found 
out what you are, it didn’t matter any- 
more who got it!” 

He shoved Case aside and strode out. 
After the door slammed shut, Case ad- 
vanced toward me menacingly. 

“If you ever pull a trick like that again, 
baby, so help me, I'll push in that pretty 
face of yours!” 

I could no longer control the sobs that 
had been tearing at me all day. “I don’t 
care!” I shouted. “There’s nothing more 
you or anyone else can do to me! I’m leav- 
ing here—now!” 

Case didn’t try to stop me as I left. Per- 
haps he saw that at last my eyes had been 
opened to the true nature of my relation- 
ship with him. Our affair had been just 
as cheap and sordid as my job. 

I knew I could never stop wanting the 
things I had always desired, but the differ- 
ence was that now I realized that I had 
gone about getting them in the wrong way. 
Brad still wanted the same things too, my 
heart told me, and I went out into the night 
to find him. Maybe we could find them 


together . . . THE END 
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FR = E With Each Order of 4 or More 


1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
] HONEY HUSH—Joe Turner 
GOOD GOOD WHISKEY—Amos Milburn 
LL BE TRUE—Faye Adams 
{ HAD A NOTION—Joe Morris 
DRUNK—Jimmy Liggins 
MONEY HONEY: “s McPhatter . 
SOUL ON FIRE—LaVerne Baker 
RAGS TO RICHES—Dominoes 
The Things | Used To Do—Cuitar Slim 
GOLDEN TEARDROPS—Fiamingoes .... 
Don’t Leave Me This Way—Fats Domino 
SHAKE A HAND—Faye Adams 
One Scotch, One Bourbon 
—Amos Milburn 
BLIND LOVE—B. B. King 
T. V. MAMA—Joe Turner 
YOU'RE STILL MY BABY—Chuck Willis 
YOU'RE SO FINE—Little Walter 
MYSTERY TRAIN—Little Junior 
Saving My Love For am tapatad Ace 
IT’S SO HEAVENLY—Coronets 
| WANT TO THANK YOU—Five Royales 
LONELY MOOD—Five Echoes 
SUNDAY KIND OF LOVE—Harp Tones 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters 
TORTURED SOUL—Eddie Boyd 
MEMORIES—Earl Bostic 
BANANA SPLIT—Kid King Combo.... 
MEAN POOR GIRL—Jimmy Nelson... 
LATER—Tiny Bradshaw 
| Ain’t No Fool Either—W. M. Thornton 
LOLLY POP—Oscar McLollie. 
R sid On After Hours Joint—Jimmy Coe 
Tears Keep Tumbling Down 
—Ruth Brown 
PERFECT WOMAN—Four Blazes 
ROSE MARY—Fats Domino 
PLEASE HURRY HOME—B. B. King... 
THE CLOCK—Jjohnny Ace 
DON’T DECEIVE ME—Chuck Willis.... 
FEELIN’ COOD—tittle Junior 
BLUES WITH A FEELIN’—Little Walter 
NADINE—Coronets i 


& 
BABY IT’S YOU—The Spaniels 
THESE FOOLISH THINCGS—Dominoes. . 
THIRD DECREE—Eddie Boyd.. 
CRYING IN THE CHAPEL—Orioles.... 
GET IT—Royals 
TOO MUCH LOVIN’—Five Royales.... 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino 
GOOD LOVIN’—The Clovers 
HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw 

-]) GOIN’ TO THE RIVER—Fats Domino.. 

1} ONE ROOM COUNTRY SHACK—Merry Dee... 
SHIRLEY COME BACK TO — & Lee 
PLEASE LOVE ME—RB. B. Kin 
LET ME GO HOME WHISKEY-Amos Milburn 

BA bd Ke FOUR HOURS—FEddie Boyd 
SOFT—Tiny Bradshaw 

BABY DON’T DO tT—Five Royales 

CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace 

' : ad & Lee 

! {EVE—Elmore Jame 

IU KE- Little Walter 

YOU KNOW 1 LOVE You— B. B. King 
130 chock BLUES—B. B. King 

SPIRITUALS 

roo CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof, 

ET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 

—Dixie Humming Birds 

SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet 
WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Quintet 
STEP BY STEP-—Boyer r 


A. Bradford. 


MARCHING TO ZION—Davis Sisters.......... 
WONDER WILL f EVER REST 
—~Mahalia Jackson 


WHEN #| LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys... 
Si gees SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphis.. 
-TWO- ro Chosen Gospel Singers..... 
4TAND BY ME—Daris Sisters................ 
F ‘OOTPRINTS OF jJESUS—Davis gga : 
)W MANY TIMES—Ward Singe 
SINCE | FOUND THE LIGHT—Ward Singers.. 
ONE STREET—Clara Ward . 
AY A WORD—Harmonizing Four.. 
THANK THE LORD—Nightingale 
IN’T GIVE UP—Southern Stars.... 
AK IN THE BUILDING—B 
MY ROCK an Silvertones 
WAS PRAYING 7 ee 
A —Mahalia Jackson 
) —The Martin Singer 
41S LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE-—Ward Singers 
LESSED BE THE NAME—Pilgrim Travelers. 
WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE? 
—Nightingales 
oF geal of Joy 
AY Five Blind Boys 
ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy. 
ZION—Five Blind Boys 
—Five Blind Boys. . 
1S ABLE—Ward S 
ES ME WATER—Soul St ars 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The YY _cmeaas i enseakie 
S MET WOMAN AT WELL 
—Pilgrim Travelers 


WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers 

TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send Ser 
Free Catalogue. 
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On the Records 
(Continued from Page 6) 


long time. In her opinion, the best sides 
she ever cut “were the ones with Charlie 
Barnett back in 1940 when I first started 
out. And the ones I did on Black and 
White label were real fine, too. But my 
most recent ones for MGM sold the best, 
so how are you going to figure?” 

MGM currently is releasing an EP (ex- 
tended play) single by Lena which has 
four of her standard offerings: ‘Deed I Do, 
I Feel So Smoochie, I’ve Got the World 
On a String and Take Love Easy. Backed 
superbly on the sides by a band under the 
direction of pianist Luther Henderson, 
Lena sings smoothly, infectiously. The 
sides could click on jukes and disc jockey 
shows. 

Lena has no worry about how she fares 
on recordings, chiefly because her career 
does not depend on the medium. She is 
primarily a night club performer and, in 
that realm, has no peers. She also ranks 
at the top in the Big Three of entertain- 
movies, television and radio. 

* & *& 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Clef’s 
Tippin’ On the Q T/Bread with the swing- 
ing Count Basie band in truly sharp form 
on two rhythm cuties. Best side of the 
coupling probably is Tippin’, a 
original by former Basie trumpeter Buck 
Clayton, which the band blasts on as if it 
were made to order. Precisive ensemble 
work highlights the number but it has 
some excellent solo stints too. Particularly 
brilliant is a boppish, muted trumpet in- 
terlude by Joe Newman at the second 
Bread, an up-tempo ditty. has no 
A-side but is 


ment: 


groovy 


chorus. 
unusual moments like the 
good swinging jazz nonetheless. 

GOOD: Decca’s Who Put the Devil in 
Evelyn’s Eyes/Beware, a pair by the in- 
comparable Mills Brothers who have been 
consistently outsinging all other vocal 
groups for more than two decades. Both 
tunes have a solid beat and the Millses are 
always keen on that type of material. 

RECOMMENDED: Debut’s Cou-Man- 
chi-Cou/I’m a Fool to Want You, resound- 
ing the catchy bop drum stylings of clever 
Max Roach with the aid of a trio. Max is 
one of the few drummers around who can 
take the starring role on a record and he 
exhibits why in convincing fashion on this 
release. The support does not measure up 
to his performance but Hank Mobley’s 
tenor sax efforts sound tasty at times. 

BEST ALBUM: Clef’s “Lionel Hampton 
Quartet,” an LP supervised by Norman 
Granz that presents the ebullient vibe king 
tapping away delightfully on a couple of 
oldies (The Nearness of You and Stompin’ 
at the Savoy) in a blue setting. 
The cast: pianist Oscar Peterson, drummer 
Buddy Rich and bassist Ray Brown. They 
complement Hamp handsomely. Oscar 
comes on strongly as a soloist too. 
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Health 
(Continued from Page 47) 


why the ropes tying a ship to a pier must 
be provided with wide disks to prevent 
possibly infected rats climbing down them 
to the shore. 

During the Spanish-American War more 
people died of yellow fever than from bul- 
let wounds because this disease was very 
prevalent in the Caribbean Islands, South 
America, and the southern part of the 
United States. It was a deadly disease 
for which there was no certain cure. 

But a famous doctor found that yellow 
fever was carried from one case to another 
by a certain kind of mosquito. Therefore, 
to control the disease all one had to do 
was to eliminate this kind of mosquito and 
to quarantine all known cases. This was 
done and, presto, the disease disappeared. 

One doesn’t have to be very old to recall 
the days when smallpox was a common 
and much feared disease, when the deeply 
pocked face of a person recovered from 
the disease was an ordinary sight, when 
every community had its pest house where 
smallpox cases were quarantined. Small- 
pox is a no less dreaded disease. now than 
then but we rarely see it because doctors 
have learned to vaccinate against it and to 
quarantine thoroughly the even rare cases. 

When this writer was a medical student, 
the wards of Cook County Hospital in Chi- 
cago were filled at times with cases of ty- 
phoid fever. Nowadays, medical students 
will go through their entire training with- 
out seeing a single case of this disease. 

These diseases have all disappeared be- 
cause of the development of a medical spe- 
cialty we know as public health medicine 
which devises methods by which people 
can live together in communities without 
being a health menace to each other. As 
wonderful as have been the accomplish- 
ments in public health, there are yet many 
things to be done. 

When we realize that every case of tu- 
berculosis must of necessity come from an- 
other case and that each year tens of 
thousands of people die because they have 
been innocently exposed to someone else 
with the disease, we can appreciate the 
enormity of this problem alone. 

We are now seeing other diseases in the 
act of disappearing but for an entirely dif- 
ferent reason. These new miracles are 
coming about because of the chemist who, 
working in his research laboratory, has 
concocted new drugs which have a specific 
and decisive action on disease. 

There was a time when a person with 
diabetes could look forward to an early 
death. He could be seen to waste away 
until finally, when no more than skin and 
bones, he would lie down and die. Thanks 
to insulin, a product of the laboratory, this 
is no longer true. A person with diabetes 
can live just as long as if he did not have 
it provided he continues to use his insulin. 
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